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Hie LiTB OF LoED Btbon, from the Period of bis Return 
from the Contuaent, July, 1811, to January, 1814. 



NOTiegs. 



LIFE OF LORD BYRON. 



Havin'g landed the young pilgrim once more'ti 
England, it may be worth while, before we accom- 
pany him into the scenes that awaited him at bomb, 
to consider how far the general character :'f his 
mlod and disposition may have been afFected by the 
course of travel and adventure, in which he bad 
been, for tbe last two years, engaged. A life toss 
savouring of poetry and romance than that which 
he had pursued previously to his departure on his 
travels, it would be difficult to imagine. In his 
childhood, it is true, be had been a dweller and 
wanderer among scenes well calculated, according 
to the ordinary notion, to implant the first rudiments 
of poetic feeling. But, though the poet may after- 
wards feed on the recollection of such scenes, it is 
more than questionable, as has been already ob- 
served, whether be ever has been formed by them. 
If a chQdhood, indeed, passed among mountainous 
scenery were so favourable to the awakening of the 
imaginative power, both the Welsh, among ourseives, 



and the Swiss, abroad, cugbt to rank much higher 
on tlie scale of poetic excellence than they do at 
present. But, evpii* allowing the pictures)] ueneGS of 
his early hauntj to have had some share ia giving a 
direction to the iancy of Byron, the actual operation 
of this influen'is, whatever it may have been, ceased 
with his d)i!dhood ; and the life which he led afler- 
WBTiIs during his school-days at Harrow, was, — as 
naturally the life of so idle and daring a schoolboy 
must be, — the very reverse of poetical. For a 
soldier or an adventurer, the course of training 
through which he then passed would have been I 
perfect; — his athletic sports, his battles, his love of I 
dangerous enterprise, gave every promise of a spirit • 
fit for the most stormy career. But to the medi- ' 
tative pursuits of poesy, these dispositions seemed) 
of all others, the least friendly; and, however thqr , 
might promise to render him, at some future time, 
a subject for bards, gave, assuredly, but little hope 
of his shining first among bards himself. 

The habits of his life at the university were evea 
■till less intellectual and literary. While a school- 
boy, he had read abundantly and eagerly, though 
desultorily; but even this discipline of his mind, 
irregular and undirected as it was, he had, in a 
great measure, given up, after leaving Harrow ; and 
among the pursuits that occupied his academic 
hours, those of playing at ha:tard, sparring, and 
keeping a bear and bull-dogs, were, if not tlie most 
&vourite, at least, perhaps, the most iimocent. His 
time in London passed equally unmarked either by 
meotal cultivation or refined amusement. Having 
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no resources in private society, from his total want 
of friends and connections, he was left to live loosely 
about town among the loungers in coffee-houses ; 
and to those who remember what his two fiivourite 
haunts, Limmer's and Stevens's, were at that period, 
it is needless to say that, whatever else may have 
been the merits of these establishments, they were 
anything but fit schools for the ibrmatioQ of poetic 
character. 

But however incompatible such a life must have 
been with those habits of contemplatiun, by which, 
and which only, the faculties he had already dis- 
played could be ripened, or those that were still 
latent could be unfolded, yet, in another point of 
view, the time now apparently squandered by him, 
was, in afler-days, turned most invaluably to account. 
By thus initiating him into a knowledge of the vari- 
eties of human character, — by giving him an insight 
into the details of society, in their least artificial form, 
— in short, by mixing him up, thus early, with the 
world, its business and its pleasures, his London 
life but contributed its share in forming that won- 
derful combination, which his mind afterwards ck- 
hibited, of the imaginative and the practical — the 
heroic and the humorous — of the keenest and 
most dissecting views of real life, with the grandest 
and mo^t spiritualised conceptions of ideal grandeur. 

To the same period, perhaps, another predominant 
characteristic of his maturer mind and writings may 
be traced. In this anticipated experience of the 
world which his early mixture with its crowd gave 
him, it is but Uttle probable that many of the mo'ce 
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favourable spedmeng of human kind should have 
i'a&en under his notice. On the contrary, it is but 

too likely that some of the lightest and least eatini- 
able of both sexes may have been among the modeU, 
on which, at an age when impressions sink deepest, 
his earliest judgments of human nature were formed 
Hence, probably, those contemptuous and debasing 
views of humanity with which he was so often led 
to alloy his noblest tributes to the loveliness and 
majesty of general nature. Hence the contrast that 
appeared between the fruits of his imagination and 
of his experience, — between those dreams, fiiU of 
beauty and kindliness, with which the one teemed 
at his bidding, and the dark, desolating bitterness 
that overflowed when he drew from the other. 

Unpromising, however, as was his youth of the 
high destiny that awaited him, there was one un- 
failing characteristic of the imaginative order of 
minds — his love of solitude — which very early 
gave signs of those habits of self-study and iatto- 
speclion by which alone the " diamond quarries "of 
genius are worked and brought to light. Wheo 
but a boy, at Harrow, he had shown this disposition 
strongly, — being often known, as I have already 
mentioned, to withdraw himself from his playmates, 
and sitting alone upon a tomb in the churchyard, 
give himself up, for hours, to thought. As hii 
mind began to disclose its resources, this feelu^ 
grew upon him ; and, had his foreign travel done no 
more than, by detaching him from the distractions 
of society, to enable him, solitarily and freely, to 
e with his own spirit, it would have been 
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an all- important step gained towards the full eX' 
pansion of hia faculties. It was only then, indeed, 
[hat he began to feel himself capable of the abstrac- 
tion which self-study requires, or to enjoy that 
freedom from the intrusion of others' thoughts, 
which alone leaves the contemplative mind master 
of its own. In the solitude of his nights at sea, in 
his lone wanderings through Greece, he had sufiicient 
leisure and seclusion to look within himself, and 
there catch the first "glimpses of his glorious mind." 
One of his chief delights, as he mentioned in his 
" Memoranda," was, when bathing in some retired 
spot, to seat himself on a high rock above the sea, 
and there remain for hours, gazing upon the sky 
and the waters*, and lost in that sort of vague 
reverie, which, however formless and indistinct at 
the moment, settled afterwards on bis pages, into 
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Alfieri, before his dramalic geniua had yet unfolded itself, 
used to pass hours, as he tella ufi, in this sort of dnmiDing 
state, guing upon the ocean : — " Apr^9 le epeclacle un de 
mcB omusemenB, i Marseille, £tait de me baigner presquc tous 
lea aoin dana la mcr. Taiais ireuv^ un petit endroit fort 
agHahle, sur une tongue de lerre ploc^e a droite hors du port, 
oil, en rn'osKjant sur le sable, le dos appuy^ contre un. petit 
rocber qui emp&hait qu'on ne put me Toir du eflti de la terrc, 
je n'avaia plus devant moi que le eiel ct la roer. Kntre ces 
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those clear, bright pictures whicli will endure for 

Were it not for the doubt and diiGdence that 
hang round the first steps of genius, this growing 
consciousness of his own power, these openings into 
a new domain of intellect, where he was to reign 
supreme, must have made tiie solitary hours of the 
young traveller one dream of happiness. But it 
will be seen that, even yet, he distrusted his own 
strength, nor was at all aware of the height to 
which the spirit he was now calling up would grow. 
So enamoured, nevertheless, had he become of 
these lonely musings, that even the society of his 
fellow-traveller, though with pursuits so congenial 
to his own, grew at last to be a chain and a burden 
on him ; and it was not till he stood, companionless, 
on the shore of the little island in the £gean, that 
he found his spirit breathe freely. If any stronger 
proof were wanting of his deep passion for solitude, 
we shall find it, not many years afler, in his own 
written avowal, that, even when in the company of 
the woman he most loved, he not unfrequently 
found himself sighing to be alone. 

It was not, only, however, by affording him the 
concentration necessary for this silent drawing out 
of liis feelings and powers, that travel conduced so 
essentially to the formation of his poetical cha- 
racter. To the East he had looked, with the eyes 
of romance, from his very childhood. Before he 
was ten years of age, the perusal of Rycaut's His- 
tory of the Turks had taken a strong hold of his 
'maginatioD, and he read eagerly, in consequence. 
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every book concerning the East lie could find.* 
In visiting, therefore, those countries, he was but 
realising the dreams of his childhood ; and this re- 
turn of his thoughts to that innocent time, gave a 
freshncBS and purity to their current which they 
had long wanted. Under the spell of such recol- 
lections, the attraction of novelty was among the 
least that the scenes, through which he wandered, 
presented. Fond traces of the past — and few 
have ever retained them so vividly — mingled them- 
selves with the impressions of the objects before 
him ; and as, among the Highlands, he had oHen 

Maurocordala at MisBolonghi, Lutd Byron s^d — " Tbe 
Turkish History was one ol' llie first books that gave me plea, 
lure when a child; and I believe it bad much ialiueDce on my 
mbsequGnt wishes ta vi»t thu Levant, and gave perhaps tlie 
oriental colouring wliich is obsetved in my poetry. ' — Count 
Gakba'i Narraliri. 
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8 NOTICES OF THE 1811. 

traversed, in fancy, the land of the Moslem, bo 
memory, from tlie wild hills of Albania, now " car- 
ried him back to Morven." 

While such sources of poetic feeling were stirred 
at every step, there was also in his quick change of 
place and scene — in the diversity of men and 
manners surveyed hy him — in the perpetual hope 
of adventure and thirst of enterprise, such a suc- 
cession and variety of ever fresh excitement as not 
only brought into play, but invigorated, all the 
energies of his character : as he, himself, describes 
his mode of living, it was " To-day in a palace, to- 
morrow in a cow-house — this day with the Pacha, 
the next with a shepherd." Thus were his powers 
of observation quickened, and the impressions on 
his imagination multiplied. Thus schooled, too, in 
some of the roughoesses and privations of life, and, 
so far, made acquainted with the flavour of ad- 
versity, he learned to enlarge, more than is common 
in his high station, the circle of his sympathies, 
and became inured to that manly and vigorous cast 
of thought which is so impressed on all his writings. 
Nor must we forget, among these strengthening 
and animating effects of travel, the ennobling ex- 
citement of danger, which he more than once ex- 
perienced, — having been placed in situations, both 
on land and sea, well calculated to call forth that 
pleasurable sense of energy, which perils, calmly 
confronted, never fail to inspire. 

The strong interest which — in spite of his 
assumed philosophy on this subject in Childe 
Harold — he took in every thing connected with a 
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Hfe of warfiire, found frequent opportunities of 
gratification, not only on board the English ships of 
war in which he Eailcd, but in his occasional inter- 
course with the soldiers of the country. At Salora, 
a solitary place an the Gulf of Arta, he once passed 
two or three days, lodged in a Bmall miserable bar- 
rack. Here, he lived the whole time, familiarly, 
among the soldiers ; and a picture of tlie singular 
scene which their evenings presented — of those 
wijd, half-bandit warriors, seated round the young 
poet, and examining with savage admiration his 
fine MontoD gun * and English sword — might be 
contrasted, but too touchingly, with another and a 
later picture of the same poet, dying, as a chieflain, 
on the same land, with Suliotes for his guards, and 
all Greece for his mourners. 

It is true, amidst ail this stimulating variety of 
objects, the melancholy which he had brought from 
home still lingered around his mind. To Mr. Adair 
and Mr. Bruce, as I have before mentioned, he 
gave the idea of a person labouring under deep 
dejection ; and Colonel Leake, who was, at that 
time, resident at loannina, conceived very much 
the same impression of the state of his mind.-]- 

• " It rained hard the next day, and we spent lUiother 
evening with our soldiers. The cnplain, Elmaa, tried a fina 
Manton gun belonging to my Friend, and hitdng his maik 
every time was highly delighted." — Hobboubk'j Jaumof, ^c. 

t It tnuHi he recollecled Ihst by two of these gentlemen he 
WHS seen chiedy under the reitraints of presentation and 
e^uette, when whatever gloom there was on Ida spirits would, 
in a shy nature like his, moat show ittelf. The account whi 
bil feUow-tfareller givei of him is allDgether different. 



y, even this melancholy, habit 
it still dung to him, must, under the stirring and I 
healthfid influences of his roving life, have become 
s far more elevated and abstract feeling tlian i[ 
ever could have expanded to within reach of those 
annoyances, whose tendency was to keep it wholly 
concentrated round self. Had he remained idJy at 
;, he would have sunk, perhaps, into a. queru- 
satirist. But, as his views opened on a freer 
vider horizon, every feeling of his nature kept 
["pace with their enlargement; and this inhorn sad- 
ness, mingling itself with the effusions of his genius, 
became one of the chief constituent charms not 
only of their pathos, but their grandeur. For, 
when did ever a subhme thought spring up in the 



introducing the nanation of a short lour to Negroponte. 
in which lib noble friend was unable to afcompnny him. 
Mr. HobhouH eijjreBsea stronglj the deficiency of which be u 
Kji^ble, from the absence, on this occasion, of " n companiuo, 
who, lo quickness of observalion »nd ingenuitj of rcioufc, 
united that gey good-humour which keeps aliTe the attention 
under the pressure of fatigue, sod softens the aspect of every 
difliculty and danger.'' In some lines, loo, of the '^ Hints 
from Horace," addressed evidently lo air. Hobliouse, Lord 
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Boul, that melancholy was not to be found, however 
latent, in its neighbourhood? 

We have seen, from the letters written by him on 
his passage homeward, how far from cheerful or 
happy was the state of mind in which he returned. 
In truth, even for a. dJEposition of the most san- 
guine cast, there was quite enough in the discom- 
forts that now awaited him in England, to sadden 
its hopes, and check its buoyancy. " To be happy 
at home," says Johnson, " is the ultimate result of 
all ambition, the end to which every enterprise 
and labour tends." But Lord Byron had no home, 
— at least none that deserved this endearing name. 
A fond family circle, to accompany him with its 
prayers, while away, and draw round him, with 
listening eagerness, on his return, was what, un- 
luckily, he never knew, though with a heart, as we 
have seen, hy nature formed for it. In the absence, 
too, of all that might cheer and sustain, he had 
every thing to encounter that could distress and 
humiliate. To the dreariness of a home without 
affection, was added the burden of an establishment 
without means ; and he had thus all the embarrass- 
ments of domestic life, without its charms. His 
affairs had, during his absence, been suffered to fall 
into confusion, even greater than their inherent 
tendency to such a state warranted. There had 
been, the preceding year, an execution on New- 
stead, for a debt of 1500/. owing to tlie Messrs. 
Brothers, upholsterers ; and a circumstance told of 
the veteran, Joe Murray, on this occasion, well de- 
serves to be mentioned. To this foithAil old servant, 



I 
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jealous of the ancient honour of the Byrons, the 
sight of the notice of sale, pasted up on the abbej- 
door, could not be otherwise than an unsightly and 
intolerable nuisance. Having enough, however, of 
the fear of the law before his eyes, not to tear the 
writing down, he was at last forced, as his only 
consolatory expedient, to paste a large piece iJ 
brown paper over it. 

NotwithE landing the resolution, so recently 
pressed by Lord Byron, to abandon for ever 
vocation of authorship, and leave " the whole Ci 
talion state " to oCliers, he was hardly landed in 
England when we find him busily engaged in pre- 
parations for the publication of some of the poemg 
which he had produced abroad. So eager was he, 
indeed, to print, that he had already, in a letter 
written at sea, announced himself to Mr. Dallas, as 
ready for tlie press. Of this letter, which, from its 
date, ought to have preceded some of tlie others 
that have been given, I shall here lay before the 
reader the most material parti 
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TO MR. DALLAS. 



Volage Frigate, nt ita, Jane 28. li 

After two years' absence, (to a day, on t 
July, before which we shall not arrive at 1 

mouth,) I am retracing my way to England. 
" I am coming back with little prospect of p 

sure at home, and with a body a little shaken 1 



roken. My a&irs, it s 



t fevers, but a spirit I hope yet a 
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volved, and much busineBs must be done with lawyers, 
colliers, farmers, and creditors. Now this, to a mau 
who hates bustle us he hates a bishop, is a serious 
concern. But enough of my home department. 

" My Satire, it seems, is in a fourth edition, a 
success rather above tlie middling run, but not 
much for a production which, from its topics, must 
be temporary, and of course be successful at first, 
or not at all. At this period, wben I can think and 
act more coolly, I regret tjiat 1 have written it, 
though I shall probably find it forgotten by all 
except those whom it has offended. 

" Yours and Pratt's protege, Blackett, the cobler, 
is dead, in spite of his rhymes, and is probably one 
of the instances where death has saved a man from 
damnation. You were the ruin of that poor fellow 
amongst you : had it not been for his patrons, he 
might now have been in very good plight, shoe- (not 
verse-) making : but you have made him immortal 
with a vengeance. I write this, supposing poetry, 
patronage, and strong waters, to have been the 
death of him. If you are in town in or about the 
beginning of July, you will find me at Dorant's, in 
Albemarle Street, glad to see you. I have an 
imitation of Horace's Art of Poetry ready for Caw- 
thorn, but don't let that deter you, for I sha'n't 
inflict it upon you. You know I never read my 
rhymes to visitors. I shall quit town in a few days 
for Notts., and thence to Rochdale. 

" Yours, &c." 

mediately, on Lord Byron's arrival in London, 
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Mr, Dallas called upon him. " On the 15th of 
July," says tliie gentlemnn, " I had ttic pleasure of 
shaking hanik with him at Reildish's Hotel in St. 
James's Street. I thought his looks belied the re< 
port he had given me of his bodily health, and his 
countenance did not betoken melancholy, or dis- 
pleasure at his return. He was very animated in 
the account of hU travels, but assured me he had 
never had the least idea of writing them. He said 
he believed satire to be his forte, and to that he had 
adhered, having written, during his stay at different 
^aces abroad, a Paraphrase of Horace's Art of 
^oetry, which would be a good finish to English 
Bards and Scotch Reviewers. He seemed to pro- 
mise himself additional fame from it, and I under- 
took to superintend its publication, as I had doDe 
that of the Satire. I had chosen the time ill for my 
visit, and we had hardly any time to converse unin- 
terruptedly, he therefore engaged me to breakfast 
ith him next morning." 

In the interval Mr. Dallas looked over this Para- 
phrase, which he had been permitted by Lord 
fiyron to take home with him for the purpose, and 
'iuB disappointment was, as he himself describes it, 
" grievous," on finding, that a pilgrimage of two 
years to the inspiring lands of tlie East had been 
attended with no richer poetical result. On their 
meeting again next morning, though unwilling to 
speak disparagingly of the work, he could not re- 
frain, as he informs us, from expressing some sur- 
prise that his noble friend should have produced 
.nothing else during liis absence. — " Upon this," he 



continues, " Lord Byron told me that he had occa- 
eionaUy written short poems, besides a great many 
stanzas in Spenser's measure, relative to thecountries 
he had visited. ' They are not worth troubling you 
with, but you shall have tliem all with you if you 
tike.' So came I by Childe Harold's Pilgrimage. 
He took it from a small trunk, with a number of 
verses. He said they had been read but by one 
person, who had found very little to commend and 
much to condemn: that he himself was of that 
opinion, and he was sure I should be so too. Such 
as it was, however, it was at my service : but he 
was urgent that ' The Hints from Horace' should 
be immediately put in train, which I promised to 
have done." 

The value of the treasure thus presented to him, 
Mr. Dallas waa not alow in discovering. That very 
evening he despatched a letter to bis noble Iriend, 
saying — " You have written one of the most de- 
lightful poems I ever read. If I wrote this m 
flattery, I should deserve your contempt rather 
than your friendship. I have been so fascinated 
with Childe Harold that I have not been able to lay 
it down. I would almost pledge my life on its 
advancing the reputation of your poetical powers, 
and on its gaining you great honour and regard, if 
you will do me the credit and favour of attending to 
my suggestions respecting," &c. &c. Sic. 

Notwithstanding this just praise, and the secret 
eclio it must have fouod in a heart so awake to the 
;8t whisper of fame, it was some time before 
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Lord Byron's obstinate repugnance to the idea of 
publishing Childe Harold could be removed. 

Attentive," says Mr. Dallas, " as he had hitherU 
n to my opioions and suggestions, and natural at 
was ttiat he should be swayed by such decided 
Bise, 1 was surprised lo find that I could not U 
first obtain credit with bim tor my judgment on 
Childe Harold's Pilgrimage. ' It was any thiif 
but poetry — it had been condemned by a good 
critic — bad I not myself seen the senteoces on the 
margins of the manuscripts?' He dwelt upon ibe 
Paraphrase of the Art of Poetry with pleasure, Had 
the manuscript of that was given to Cawtborn, the 
publisher of tlie Satire, to be brought forth without 
delay. I did not, however, leave him bo : before 1 
quitted him I returned to the charge, and told him 
that I was so convinced of the merit of Childe 
Harold's Pilgrimage, that, as he had giveu it lo me, 
I should certainly publish it, if he would have the 
kindness to attend to some corrections and alter- 

Among the many instances, recorded in literaiy 
history, of the false judgments of authors respectii^ 
their own productions, the preference given by Lord 
Byron to a work so little worthy of his genius, over 
a poem of such rare and original beauty as the first 
Cantos of Childe Harold, maybe accounted, perhaps, 
one of tlie most extraordinary and in espl i cable- 

* It ii, liowever, less wonderful Itial authon sfaould thin 
iniijudge their productions, when whole gct.erations bm 
bomeliroes rallcn into the same son of error. The Sanneli of 
Petnrch were, b; the leiuiied of his day, considered onlr 
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is in men as in soils," says Swift, " where 
aametimes there is a vein of gold whidi the owner 
knows not of." But Lord Byron had made the dis- 
covery of the vein, without, as it would seem, being 
aware of its value. I have already had occasion to 
observe that, even while occupied with the com- 
position of Childe Harold, it is questionable whether 
he himself was yet fully conscious of the new powers, 
both of thought and feeling, that had heen awakened 
in him ; and the strange estimate we now find him 
forming of his own production appears to warrant 
the remark. It would eeem, indeed, as if, while 
the imaginative powers of his mind had received 
such an impulse forward, the faculty of judgment, 
slower in its developement, was still immature, and 
that of seZ/'-judgnient, the most difficult of all, still 
tmattained. 

On the other hand, from the deference which, 
particularly at this period of his life, he was inclined 
to pay to the opinions of those with whom he as- 
sociated, it would be fairer, perhaps, to conclude 
that this erroneous valuation arose rather from a 
diffidence in his own judgment than Irom any de- 
ficiency of it. To his college companions, almost 
al! of whom were his superiors in scholarship, and 
some of them even, at this time, his competitors in 
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poetry, lie looked up with a degree of fond and ad- 
miring deference, for which his ignorance of his own 
intellectual strength alone could account; and ihe 
example, as well as tastes, of these young v 
being mostly on the side of established models, 
their authority, as long as it influenced him, would, 
to a certain degree, interfere with his striking con- 
fidently into any new or original path That si 
remains of this bias, with a little leaning, perhaps, 
towards school recollections *, may have had a share 
in prompting his preference of the Horatian Para- 
phrase, is by no means improbable; — at least, that 
it was enough to lead him, untried as he had yet 
been in the new path, to content himself, for the 
present, wilh following up his success in the old. 
We have seen, indeed, that the manuscript of the 
two Cantos of Childe Harold had, previously ti 
being placed in the hands of Mr. Dallas, been sub- 
mitted by the noble author to the perusal of gi 
friend — tlie first and only one, it appears, who at 
that time had seen them. Who this fastidious 
critic was, Mr. Dallas has not mentioned; but the 
sweeping tone of censure in which he conveyed bis 
remarks was such as, ai any period of his career, 

• Gray, under the influence of a aimiUr preJilection, pre- 
ferred, foi a long time, lib Latin pii«nu to those by which be 
hu gained euch a station in Enghsh liteiature. " Sball we 
■[tribute this," says Mason, " lo hia having; been educated lU 
Eton, or to what other cause? Certain it is, that when I fint 
knew bim, he seemed to set a greater value on his La'"^' 
poetry than ou that wluch he had composed in his native h 
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would have disconcerted the judgment of one, who, 
years after, in all the plenitude of hie fame, con- 
fesaed, that " the depreciation of the lowest of 
mankind was more painful to him than the applause 
of the highest was pleasing."" 

TTiough on every thing that, after his arrival at the 
age of manhood, he produced, some mark or other 
of the master-hand may be traced ; yet, to print the 
whole of his Paraphrase of Horace, which extends 
to nearly 800 lines, would be, at the best, but a 
questionable compliment to his memory. That the 
reader, however, may he enabled to form some 
opinion of a performance, which — by an error or 
caprice of judgment, unexampled, perhaps, in the 
annala of literature — its author, for a time, pre- 
ferred to the sublime musings of Childe Harold, I 
shall here select a few such passages from the Para- 
phrase as may seem calculated, to give an idea as 
well of its merits as its defects. 

The opening of the poem is, with reference to the 
original, ingenious : — 

" Who would not laugli, if Lowrcnce, hired to grace 
His Gostl; eanvass with each flatler'd face, 
Abused his an, till Nature, njth a blubh, 
Saw cils gron centHur^ underneath Iiis brush ? 
Or should some limner join, for show or sale, 
A mud of honour to a tnemiud's tail ? 
Or Idv Dubost (as once the world has seen) 
Degrade God's creatures in his graphic spleen? 



" One of the manuscript notes of Lord Bjmin o 
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D'lsraeU'swork, already referred to. —Vol. i. p. 144. 
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Not all that flirced polileneu, which defendi 
Fools in iheit Isulta, could gag his giinniiig fiiendi, 
Belicie me, Moschus, like that picture seems 
The book, which, ultifr than a sick joan'H dreairiBi 
Displays a crowd of figures incomplete. 
Poetic nightmares, without head or feet." 

The following is pointed, and felicitousiy 
pressed : — 

" Then glide down Grub Street, faaling and forgot, 
Laugti'd into Lethe by some quaint Review, 
Whose wit is never troublesome till — true." 



Of the graver parts, the annexed is a favourable 



" New words liiid credit in these latter days. 
If neiuly grafted on a Galh'c phrase : 
What Chaucer, Spenser, did, we scarce refuse 
To Dryden's or to Pope's maturcr muse. 
If you can add a little, say vhy not. 
As well as William Pitt and Walter Scott, 
^ee they, by force of rhyme, and force of lungs, 
Enrich'd our island's ill-united tongues? 
'Tis then, and shall be, lawful to present 
Reforms in writing as in parUamenl. 

" As forests shed their foliage by degrees 
So fade eipressions which in season please ; 
And wo and ours, alas ! are due to fate. 
And works and words but dwindle to a dote. 
Though, as a monarch nods and commerce caJls, 
Impetuous rivers elagnato in canals ; 
Though atvamps subdued, and marshes diain'd suil 
The heavy ploughBhare and the yellow gi^n; 
And rising ports along the busy shore 
Protect the vessel tiomold Ocean's roaT< — 
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AU, aU must poisb. Bui, aurvitiog Ust, 
Tbt lo»e of letten half preserves the past ; 
True, — aome decay, yet not a few survive. 
Though those shall sink nbich novr appear to thrive, 
Ah eustoin orhitrntes, whose shifting s^f&y 
Our life and language must alike obey." 

I quote what follows chiefly for the sake of the 
note attached to it; — 



" Blank verse is now with uue consent allied 
To Tragedy, and rarely quits her side ; 
Though mad Almanzur ibymed in Drydeo'a days, 
No sing-song hero rants in modem plays ; — 
While modest Comedy her verse foregoes 
For jesl and pun in very raiddiing prose. 
Not thai our Bens or Beaumonts show the worie, 
Or lose one point because ihey wrote in verse ; 
But 90 Thalia pleases to appenr, — 
Foot virgin ! —damn'd some twenty times a year! " 

There is more of poetry in the following verse 
upon Milton than in any other passage throughoi 
the Paraphrase : — 

" ' Awake a louder and a loftier str^n.' 
And, pray, what follows from his boiling brain? 
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Not 60 of yore awoke your mighty aire 
The tcDipi'i-'ri wnrblingt of his mwuir lyre; 
Soft as the gentler brcatluDg of the lute, 
' Of man*a first diftobcdience and the iniit ' 
He speaks ; but, as his subject Bwells along. 
Earth, Heaven, and Hades, echo with tlie song," 

The annexed sketch contains some lively 
touches : — 



" Behold him, Freshnuui ! — forced no more to grout 
O'ec Virgil's devilish verses ', and — his own ; 
Fniyers are too tcdiuus, lectures too abstruse, 

He fiies &om T It's frown to ' Fordham's Men;' 

(Unlucky T 11, doom'd lo.d^)- cares 

By pugilistic pupils and hy bears !) 

Fines, tutors, tasks, conventions, threat in vain. 

Before hounds, hunters, and Newmarket plain : 

Rough with his eiders ^ with his equals rash ^ 

Civil to sharpers ; prodigal of cash. 

Fool'd, pillaged, dunn'd, he wastes his terms away ; 

And, unexpell'd perhaps, retires M.A. : — 

Master of Arts ! — as Hells and Cluhaf prod^m. 

Where scarce a black-leg bears a brighter name. 



i 



• " Harvey, the circuiatat of the circulalian of the blood, 
lued to fiing away Virgil in his ecstasy of admiration, and u; 
' the book had a devil.' Now, such a charaiter as I am 
copying would probably Bing it away also, but rather wish tbat 
die devil had the book ; not from a dislike to the poet, but a 
well-founded horror of hexameters. Indeed, the public-school 
penance of ' Long and Short ' is enough to beget an ontipalhy 
to poetry for the residue of a man's life, and perhaps so far 
may be an advantage." 

+ " ' Hell,' a gaming-house so called, where you risk little, 
and are cheated a good deal ; ' Cliih,' a pleasant purgatory, 
where you lose more, and are not supposed to be cheated ■ 




" LauDch'd inlo life, eitiiict his early lire. 
He apea the selfish prudence of his sire ; 
Carries far money ; chooaes friends for rank ; 
Bujs Isnd, and shrendi; trusts not to the Bank ; 

Sends him to Harro'*' — for liimself was there ; 
Mule though he votes, unless when call'd to cheer. 
His son's so sharp ^— he ^11 see the dog a peer 1 

*• Manhood declines ; age palsies every Und) ; 
He quits the scene, or else the scene quits him ; 
Scntpes \vealth, o'er each departing penny griereis 
And AvaHce seiies all Ambition leaves; 
Counts cent per cent., and smiles, or vanly frets 
O'er boards dimimsh'd b; young Hopeful's debts ; 
Weighs well and wisely what to sell or buy. 
Complete in all life's lessons — but to die ; 
Peevitli and spiteful, doling, hard to please. 
Commending every time save times like these; 
Crazed, querulous, forsaken, half fo^oC, 
Expires unwept, ii buried — let him rot ! " 

In speaking of the opera, he says : — 

" Hence the pert shopkeeper, whose throbbing ear 
Aches with orchestras which he pays to hear. 
Whom shame, not sympathy, forbids to snore, 
His anguish doubled by his own ' encore ! ' 
Squceied in ' Fop's Alley,' jostled by the beaux, 
Teased with his but, and trembling for Ms toes. 
Scarce wrestles through the night, nor tastes of ean 
Til] the dropp'd curtain gives a glad release: 
Why this and more he suffers, can ye guess? — 
Because it costs him dear, and makes him dress '. " 

The concluding couplet of the following lines is 
amusbgly characteristic of that mixture of fun and 
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tnttemess with which their author bi 
in conversation ; — so much go, that those nin 1 
knew him might almost fancy tfaey hear him uttei 
the words : — 

" But every thing has TmlO, nor U't unknown 
TlMt hups and fiddles oflcn line iheir tone, 
Aod wayward voii-^es at their owner's call. 
With b11 hh best cndeaioun, onlf »iuall; 
Dogs blink (heit covey, flints withhold the spark, 
Aod double biirreb (damn them) miss their mark!"' 

One more passage, with the humorous note ^h~ 
pended to it, will complete the whole amount of mj 

favourable specimens : — 

" And Ilial's enough — then write and print bo fast, — J 
If Satan take the hindmost, who'd be last? 
They storm the types, they publish one and a31. 
They leap the counter, and they leave ihe stall ; — 
Prorincisl TnaJdens, men of high command. 
Yea, baronets, have ink'd the bloody hand ! 
Cash cannot quell them — Pollio play'd this prank : 
(Then Fhicbus Grat found credit in a bank ;) 
Not all the living only, but the dead 
Fool on, as fluent as an Orpheus' head ! 
Damn'd all their days, they posthumously thrive, '-m 
Dug up from dust, though buri 
Reviews record this epidemic ci 
Those books of martyrs to the r 



• " As Mr. Pope look the liberty of damning Ilamer, to 
whom he was under great obligations — ' And Homer (damn 
him) calls ' — it may be presumed that any body or any thing 
may be damned in verse by poetical license; and in case rf 
•ccident, I beg leave to plead so illustrious a precedent" 
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AUi ! woe worth the scribbler, often seen 
j la Mornuig Post or Monlbly magazine I 
I Tbcre lutk bis earlier lays, but soon, hot-presi'd, 
Behold a quarto I — taits must lell the lest ! 
Tbeu leave, ye wise, the lyre's pn?cariaus chords 
To mose-mad baroneM or maiider lords, 
Or country CrispinB, now grown aomcwhat stale. 
Twin Doric minstrels, drunk w[th Doric ale! 
Hark to those notes, narcotically soft, 
The cobbler-laureates sing to Capel Lofft!" • 

* " This well-meaning gentleman bas spoilt some excellent 
lioemakcis, and been accessary to the poetical undoing of 
nany of the industrious poor. Nathaniel Bloomfield and his 
irotber Bobby have set all Somersctshin; singing. Nor has 
ihe malady confined itself to one county. Fratt, too (who 
Mjce was wiser), bus caught the contagion of patronage, and 
Secoyed a poor fellow, named Blackett, into poetry ; but he 
lied during the operation, leaving one child and two volumes 
of ' Remuns' utterly destitute. The girl, if she don't take a 
poetical twist, and come forth as a shoemaking Sappho, may 
do well, but the ' Tragedies' arc as rickety as if they had been 
Ibe offspring of an Earl or a Seatonian priie-poct. The 
patrons of this poor lad are ccttiunly answerable for Ua end, 
and it ought to be an indictable offence. But this is the least 
they have done ; for, by a refinement of barbarity, they have 
made the (late) man posthumously ridiculous, by printing 
what he would have bad sense enough never to print himself. 
Ceites, these rakers of ' Remains ' come under the statute 
against resurrection-men. What does it signify whether a 
poor dear dead dunce is to be stuck op in Surgeons' or in 
Stationers' Hall? is it so bad to unearth his bones as his 
blunders? is it not better to gibbet his body on a heath than 
bis wnil in an octavo ? < We know what we are, but we know 
not what wo may he,' and it is to be hoped we never shall 
itnow, if a man who lias passed through life with a sort of 
^clat is to find himself a mountebank on the other side of 
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From these telect spectmens, which compriie, I 
•lu^ether, liule more than an eighth of the wboh I 
poem, the reader may be enabled to form tase I 
iiolion of the remainder, which is, for the most put, I 
of a very inferior quality, and, in some parts, it I 
scendinj; to the deptlis of doggerel. Who, iot 
instance, could trace the hand of Byron in such 
" prose, fringed with rhyme," as the following ? — 

■■ Fcan to Sojft't fault! I his *rii buh laBde Ihaa |H> 
Unnulcti'il bjr i^ taie nulcblna Hudibras, 
WbObC wilhor b pcrbi^is tbe first we meet 
"VTha ftom our coupUt lopp'd two final feet ; 
Nor IcB in nMhl ttiin Uw lender line 
Tte BHkBire moTci. ■ bTouiile of ihe Nine. 




Stji, and made, like poor Joe Blackett, tbe laughing.stock d( 
ftagtUrj. Tbe plea of publicUitHi is to pnnide for Ihe child. 
Now, might not same of thii ' fulor ultra crepidun's ' fiiendi 
and icducen bate done * decent action without iotdgling 
Pntt inio biography ? And then, bis inKriptions split inU 
10 auny modicuios ! • To Itte Ducbns of So Much, the Bigftf 
tlonble. So-and^o, and Mrs. and Miss Somebody, tbae 
volumes are,' St &c Why, this is doling out the 'soft 
milk of dedication ' in gills ; there is but a quart, and ba 
djfides it among ■ dmen. Whv, Pratt t bndst thou not a puff 
left ? dost thou think ai families of distinction can share this 
ID quiet? There is a child, a book, and a dedjcadon: send 
tbe girl to her grace, tbe ToluDKs to Ihe gtocer, and tlie dc^ 
cation to the d-T-L" ~ 



J 



And, varied sUlfuIlj', surpasses far 

Whose fluctustionB, tender or sublime, 

Are curb'd too mucb by long recurring rhyme. 

'■ In soolh, I do not know, or greatly care 
To leain who oni first English stroUBra were, 
Or if — till rooTs received the vagront art — 
Our Muise — like thatof Thespis—keptacBTt. 
But Ibis is certain, since our Shakspeare's days. 
There's pomp enough, if little else, in plays; 
Nor win Melpomene ascend her throne 
Without high heels^ nhite plume, and Biiatoi atone. 

" Where is that living language which could claim 
Poetic more, as philosophic fame, 
If all our bards, more patient uf delay. 
Would slop like Pope to polish by the way ? " 

Id tracing the fortunes of men, it is not a little 
; carious to observe, how often the course of a whole 
life has depeoded on one single step. Had Lord 
Byron now persisted in his original purpose of giving 
tiiis poem to the press, instead of Childe Harold, it 
is more than probable that he would have been lost, 
as a great poet, to the world.* Inferior as the Para- 
phrase is, in every respect, to his former Satire, and, 
in some places, even descending below the level of 

* That be himself attributed every thing to fortune, appears 
from the following passage in one of his joumaU; " Like 
Sylla, I bnve always believed that all things depend upon for. 
tuDC^ and nothing upon oun>elves. I am not aware of any 
one thought or action wonby of being called good la tayselfor 
others, which is not lo be attributed to the good goddess, 

FOBTDMI ! " 



undeT'^raduate vereifierg, its failure, there c 
little doubt, would have been certain and sigi 
his former assailants would have resumed t 
vantage over him, and either, in the bittern 
his mortification, he would have flung ChlldeH 
into the fire; or, had he summoned up sufficient cm- 1^ 
fidence to publish that poem, its reception, evenitlj 
sufficient to retrieve him in the eyes of the publicly 
and his own, could neverhave, at all, resembled llial I 
explosion of success, — that instantaneous and luii- I 
versal acclaim of admiration into which, coming, 
it were, fresh from the land of song, he now su 
prised the world, and in the midst of which he w 
borne, buoyant and self-assured, along, through > I 
succession of new triumphs, each more splendiil 
than the last. 

Happily, the better judgment of his tHendi 
averted such a risk ; and he at length consented 
to the immediate publication of Childe Harold,— 
still, however, to the last, expressing his doubts of 
its merits, and his alarm at the sort of reception il 
might meet with in the world. 

" I did all I could," says his adviser, " to raise 
his opinion of this composition, and I succeeded; 
but he varied much in hig feelings about it, n 
he, as will appear, at his ease until the world de- 
cided on its merit. He said again and again that I 
was going to get him into a scrape with his a 
enemies, and that none of thorn would rejoice more 
than the Edinburgh Reviewers at an opportunity 
to humble him. He said I must not put his name 
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I entreated him to leave it to me, and that 
1 1 would answer for this poem silencing all hb 



The publication being now determined i 
I there arose some doubts and difficulty as 
' publisher. Though Lord Byron had intrusted Caw- 
. thorn with what tie considered to be his surer card, 
the " Hints from Horace," he did not, it seems, think 
him of sufficient station in the trade to give a 
tion or fashion to his more hazardous experiment. 
The former refusal of the Messrs. Longman • to 
publish his " English Bards and Scotch Revicv 
was not forgotten ; and he expressly stipulated 
with Mr. Dallas that the manuscript should not be 
offered to that house. An application was, at first, 
made to IVIr. Miller, of Albemarle Street ; but, in 
consequence of the severity with which Lord Elgin 
was treated in the poem, Mr. Miller (already the 
publisher and bookseller of tills latter nobleman) 
declined the work. Even tliis circumstance, — so 
apprehensive was the poet for his fame, — began to 
re-awaken all the qualms and terrors he had, at 
first, felt; and, had any i'urther difficulties or ob- 
jections arisen, it is more Ihan probable he might 
have relapsed into his original intention. It was 
not long, however, before a person was found 
willing and proud to undertake the publication, 

■ The grounds on wldch the Messrs. Longman refused lo 

publish his Lordship's Satire, were the severe attacks it con- 

d upon Mr. Southej and others of their literary frienda. 
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'Mr. Murray, wlio, at tbis period, resided id 
Street, having, some time before, expressed i 
aire to be allowed to publish soma work of 
Byron, it was in his htOids that Mr. Dallas 
placed the manuscript of Childe Harold 
thus was laid tlie first foundation of tliat cooni 
between this gentleman and the noble poet, 
continued, with but a temporary intemif 
throughout tlie lifetime of the one, and has proved' 
an abundant source of honour, as well as 
ment, to the other. 

While thus busily engaged in his literary pro- 
jects, and having, besides, some law affairs to tram- 
act witli his agent, he was CLdled suddenly away B 
Newstead by the intelligence of an event whid 
seems to have affected his mind far more deeply 
than, considering alt die circumstances of the case, 
could have been expected. Mrs. Dyron, whose ex- 
cessive corpulence rendered her, at all times, radier 
B perilous subject for illness, had been of late indis- 
posed, but not to any alarming degree ; nor does it 
appear that, when the following note was writtw 
there existed any grounds for apprehension as l» 
ber state- 

« Reddish 's Hotel, St. Jimei's Street, London, Jul; S3. ISII. 

" My dear Madam, 

" I am only detained by Mr. H • • to sign some 
copyliold papers, and will give you timely notice of 
my approach. It is with great reluctance I remain 
in town. I shall pay a short visit as we go on to 
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D Rochdale business, i shall attend Co 
w directionB, of course, and aiii, 

" With great respeci, jours ever, 

" BXRON. 

— You will consider Newstead as your 
^ not mine ; and me only as a visitor." 

his going abroad, she had coaceiveil a sort of 
iperstitious fancy that she sliould never see him 
; and when lie returned, safe and well, and 
! to inform her that he should soon see ber at 
Mewstead, she said to ber waiting-woman, " If I 
) should be dead before Byron comes down, what a 
^ ' Btraoge thing it would bel" — and so, in fact, it 
" happened. At the end of July, her illness took a 
71 new and fatal turn ; and, so sadly characteristic was 
the close of the poor lady's life, that a fit of rage, 
brought on, it is said, by reading over the up- 
holsterer's bills, was the ultimate cause of her death. 
Lord Byron had, of course, prompt intelligence of 
the attack. But, though he started instantly Irom 
town, be was too iate, — she had breathed her last. 
The following letter, it will be perceived, was 
written on his way to Newstead. 

Lottmss. to dr. pigot. 

" Newport Pflgnell, August 9. ISII. 

" My dear Doctor, 

" My poor mother died yesterday ! and I am 
on my way from town to attend her to the family 
vaulL I heard imc day of ber illness, the ttext of 
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her death. Thank God her last momenta i 
most tranquil. lam told she was la little paiii,a 
not aware of her situation. I now feel the irc ' 
Mr. Gray'a observation, ' That we can only 
one mother.' Peace be with her 1 I have to i 
you for your expressions of regard ; and a£ in sii 
weeks I shall be in Lancashire on business, I m/j 
extend to Liverpool and Chester, — at least I bM 
endeavour. 

" If it will be any satisfaction, I have to infonn 
you that in November next the Editor of the 
Scourge will be tried for two different libels on lit 
late Mrs. B. and myself (the decease of Mrs. B. 
makes no difTcreoec in the proceedings) ; and as he 
is guilty, by his very foolish and unfounded as- 
sertion, of a broach of jirivilege, he will be prO' 
secuted with the utmost rigour. 

" I inform you of this as you seem interested in 
the affair, which is now in the hands of the Attorney' 
general. 

" I shall remain at Newstead the greater pert <tf 
this month, where I shall be happy to hear trom 
you, after my two years' absence in the East. 
" I am, dear Pigot, yours very truly, 

" Byron," 

It can hardly have escaped the observation of the 
reader, that the general tone of the noble poet's 
correspondence with his mother is that of a Bm, 
performing, strictly and conscientiously, what he 
deems to be his duty, without the intermixture of 
any sentiment of cordiality to sweeten the task- 
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The very title of " Madam," by which lie addresses 
her, — and which he but seldom exchangeg for the 
endearing name of "mother*," — is, of itself, a 
sufficient proof of the sentiments he entertained for 
her. That such should have been his dispositions 
towards such a parent, can be matter neither of sur- 
prise or blame, — but that,notwithstanding this alien- 
ation, which her own unfortunate temper produced, 
he should have continued to consult her wishes, 
and minister to her comforts, with such unfailing 
thoughtfulness as is evinced not only in the fre- 
quency of his letters, but in the almost exclusive 
appropriation of Newstead to her use, redounds, 
assuredly, in no ordinary degree, to his honour ; and 
was even the more strikingly meritorious from the 
absence of that affection which renders kindnesses 
to a. beloved object little more than an indulgence 
of self. 

But, however estranged from her his feelings 
must be allowed to have been while she lived, her 
death seems to have restored them into their na- 
tural channel. Whether from a return of early 
fondness and the all-atoning power of the grave, or 

• Inmimy Instances ll«; mothere of illustrious poets have 
had reason la be proud no less of the slfection than of the 
glorf of their sons ; and Tasso, Pope, Gray, and Cowper, are 
among these memorable enample* of filial lenderaesB. In the 
leaser poeni3 of Tasso, there are few things so beautiful as Mf. 
deuription, in tbc Coniona to the Metaura, of his first parting 
with his mother ; — 



^ 
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from the prospect of that void !n his liiture lift 
whidi tbb loss of his only link with the past voutd 
leave, it is certain that he felt the death of hit 
mother acutely, if not deeply. On the night after 
his arrival at Newstead, the wailing-woman of 
Mrs. Byron, ia passing the door of the room where 
the deceased lady by, heard a sound as of some 
one sighing heavily from within ; and, on entering 
the chamber, found, to her surprise. Lord Byron, 
Eitting in the dark, beside the bed. On her repre- 
senting to him the weakness of thus giving way to 
grief, he burst into tears, and exclaimed, " Oh, 
Mrs. By, 1 had but one friend in the world, and ahe 
is gone !" 

While his real thoughts were thus confided to 
silence and darkness, there was, in other parts of 
his conduct more open to observation, a degree of 
eccentricity and indecorum which, with superficial 
observers, might well bring the sensibility of hi& 
nature into question. On the morning of the 
funeral, having declined followmg the remains him- 
self, he stood looking, from the abbey door, at the 
procession, till the whole had moved off; — then, 
turning to young Rushton, who was the only per- 
son left besides himself, he desired him to fetch the 
sparring-gloves, and proceeded, to his usual exercise 
with the boy. He was silent and abstracted all the 
time, and, as If from an eiFort to get the better of 
bis feelings, threw more violence, Rushton thought, 
into his blows than was his habit; but, at last, — 
the struggle seeming too much for him, — he flung 
away the gloves, and retired to liis room. 
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character of this lady herself, as to tlie degree of 
influence her temper and conduct may have ex- 
ercised OD those of her eon. It was said by one of 
the niOEt extraordinary of men*, — who washimseitl 
as he avowed, principally indebted to maternal cul- 
ture for the unexampled elevation to which he sub- 
sequently rose, — that "the future good or had 
conduct of a cliild depends entirely on the mother." 
How ftr the leaven that sometimes mixed itself 
with the better nature of Byron, — his uncertain 
and wayward impulses, — his defiance of restraint, 
— the occasional bitterness of his hate, and the 
precipitance of his resentments, — may have had 
their origin in his early collisions with maternal 
caprice and violence, is an enquiry for wlilch suffi- 
cient materials have been, perhaps, furnished in 
these pages, but which every one will decide upon, 
according to the more or less weight he may attri- 
bute to die influence of such causes on the formation 
of character. 

That, not witlis tan ding her injudicious and coarse 
treatment of him, Mrs. Byron loved her son, with 
that sort of fitful fondness of which alone such a 
nature is capable, there can be little doubt, — and 
still less, tliat she was ambitiously proud of him. 
Her anxiety for tlie success of his first literary 
essays may be collected from the pains which he so 

• Napoleon. 



^ 

^ 



36 KOTICES OF THE Wll, 

considerately Uwlc to tranquSlise her od the appesr- 
ance of the hostile article in the Review. As be 
fume began to brighten, that notion of his future 
greatness and glory, which, by a singular forecast 
of superstition, she had entertained fi^m his Terj 
childliood, became proportionably confirmed. Eveiy 
mention of him in print was watched by her witb 
eagenieEs; and she had got bound together in > 
volume, which a friend of mine once saw, a collec- 
tion of all the literary notices, that had then i^ 
peared, of his early Poems and Satire, — writta 
over on the margin, with observations of her o' 
which to my informant appeared indicative of raueh 
more sense and ability than, from her general cha- 
racter, we should be inclined to attribute to her. 

Among those lesser traits of bis conduct thrm^ 
which an observer can trace a filial wish to upMd, 
and throw respect around, the station of his mother, 
may be mentioned his insisting, while a boy, on 
bemg called "George Byron Gordon" — giving 
thereby precedence to the maternal name, — and 
his continuing, to the last, to address her as " the 
Honourable Mrs. Byron," — a mark of rank to which, 
he must have been aware, she had no claim what- 
ever. Neither does it appear that, in his habitual 
manner towards her, there was any thing denoting 
a want of either affection or deference, — with the 
exception, perhaps, occasionally, of a somewhat 
greater degree of familiarity than comports with the 
ordinary notions of filial respect. Tims, the usual 
name he called her by, when they were on good- 
humoured terms together, was "Kitty Gordon;" 
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and I have heard an eye-witness of the scene de- 
scribe the look of arcb, dramatic humour, with 
which, one day, at Southwell, when they were in 
the height of their theatrical rage, he threw open 
the door of the drawing-room, to admit his mother, 
saying, at the same time, " Enter the Honourable 
Kitty." 

The pride of birth was a feeling common alike to 
mother and son, and, at timeG, even became a point 
of rivalry between them, from their respective claims, 
EngUsh and Scotch, to high lineage. In a letter 
written by him from Italy, referring to some anec- 
dote which his mother had told him, he says, — 
" My mother, who was as liaugiity as Lucifer with 
her descent from the Stuarta, and her right line 
from the old Gordons, — ttot the Sexton Gordons, as 
she disdainfully termed the ducal branch, — told me 
the story, always reminding me how superior Iter 
Gordons were to the southern Byvons, notwith- 
standing our Norman, and always masculine, descent, 
which has never lapsed into a female, as my mother's 
Gordons had done in her own person." 

If, to be able to depict powerfully the pdnful 
emotions, it is necessary first to have experienced 
them, or, in otherwords, if, for the poet to be great, 
the man must suffer, Lord Byron, it must be owned, 
paid early this dear price of mastery. Few as were 
the ties by which his affections held, whether within 
or without the circle of relationship, he was now 
doomed, within a short space, to see the most of 
p 3 
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them Bwept away by death.* Besides the 
hifl mother, he liad to mourn over, in quick 
fiion, the untimely fatalities that carried off, within 
a few weeks of each other, two or three of his most 
loved and valued friends. " In the short apace of 
one month," he says, in a note on ChUdc Harold, 
" I have lost her who gave me bebg, and most of 
those who made that being tolerable." -f Of these 
young Wingfield, whom we have seen high on the 
list of his Harrow favourites, died of a fever al 
Coimhra; and Matthews, the idol of his admiration 
at college, was drowned while bathing in tlie waters 
of the Cam. 

The following letter, written immediately after 
the latter event, bears the impress of strong and 
even agonised feeling, to such a d^ree as renders 
it almost painful to read it ; — 

■ In a letter, written between two and tliree manths after 
his mother's death, he stoics no less a number tlian sii persons. 
all friends or relatives, who had been snatched away from him 
\ij death between May and Ihe end of August. 

i" In continuation of the note quoted in the text, be ajt tit 
Matthews — " His powen of tnind, shown in the attainnimt 
of greater honours, against the nUeW caiuSdata, than tbose of 
any graduate on record at Cambridge, have sufficiently esta- 
blished his fame on the spot where it was acquired." One of 
the candidates, thus described, was Mr. Thomas Barnes, a 
gentleman whose-career since luu tept fully the promise of Us 
youth, though, from the nature of the channels through wlutb 
his literary labours have been directed, his great tolenta are tu, 
more exlensivelr known than his name. 



LirmiSe. TO MR. 8CR0PE DAVIES. 

" NewsUad Abbey, August T. 1811. 

" My dearest Davies, 

" Some curse hangs over me and mine. My 
mother lies a corpse in this house ; one of my heel 
friends is drowned in a ditch. Wliat can I say, or 
think, or do? I received a letter from him the day 
before yesterday. My dear Scrope, if you can 
spare a moment, do come down to me — I want a 
&iend. Matthews's last letter was written oni<Wrfay, 
— on Saturday he was not. In ability, who was 
like Matthews ? How did we all shrink before him? 
Yrni do me but justice in saying, I would have 
risked my paltry existence to have preserved his. 
This very evening did I mean to write, inviting him, 
as I invite you, my very dear friend, to visit me. 
God forgive • " » for his apathy I What will our 
poor Hobhouse feel? His letters breathe but of 
Matthews. Come to me, Scrope, I am almost 
desolate — left almost alone in the world — I had 
but you, and H^ and M., and let me enjoy the sur- 
vivors whilst I can. Poor M., in his letter of Friday, 
epeaks of his intended contest for Cambridge", and 

• II had been the intention of Mr. Matthews to offer liimself, 
at the ensuing election, for the umveraity. In rcfeienco to 
thii purpose, a manuscript Memoir of him, now lying before 
ate, nji — " If acltnowledgcd and successful talents — if prin- 
ciples of the strictest honour — if the derotion of many friends 
could hove secured the aucceea of an ' independent pauper " (as 
ba jocularly called himself in a letter on the subject), the vision 
irauld baie been realised." 
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a speedy journey to London. Write or comet but 
come it' you can, or one or both, 
t " Yours ever." 

Of this remarkable young man, Charles Skinner 
Matthews*, I have already had occasion to speak; 
but the high station which he held in Lord Byron's 
affection and admiration may justify a Boraewbiil 
ampler tribute to his memory. 

There have seldom, perhaps, started together in 
life so many youths of high promise and hope at 
were to be fomid among the society of which X,ori , 
Byron formed a part at Cambridge, Of some irf 
these, the names have since eminently distinguished 
themselves in the world, as the mere mention of 
Mr. Hobhouse and Mr. William Bankes is sufficient 
to testiiy; while in the instance of another of this 
lively circle, Mr. Scrope Daviesf, the only r^ret 

■ He was the third Hin of the late John Matthews, Stq. et 
Bebuoul, Herefordshire, representative of that county in Ha 
pmliament of 1802— S. The author of " The Diary of m 
lavalid," also untimely snatched away, was another son of tbe 
lame gentleman, as is likewise the present Prebendary et 
Hereford, the Reverend Arthur Matthews, who, by his ability 
and attiunnicnt!!, sustains worthily the reputation of the name. 

The father of this accomplished family was himself a man of 
considerable talent, and the autJior of several imavowed poetieti 
[neces ; one of which, a Parody of Pope's Eloiss, written in 
eulf youth, has beeu erroneously ascribed to the late Profeisot 
Pomon, who was in the habit of reciting it, and even pricCal 
an cditian of the verses. 

t " One ofthcclerferestmen I ever knew, in conversation 

Scrope Berdmore Davies. Hohhouse h also very goodU 



of his iriends is, that the social nit of which he is 
such a master should in the memories of hie hearers 
alone be like to leave any record of its brilliancy. 
Among all these young men of learning and talent, 
(including Byron himself, whose genius was, how- 
ever, as yet, " an undiscovered world,") the supe- 
riority, in almost every department of intellect, 
seems to have been, by the ready consent of all, 
awarded to Matthews; — a concurrence of homage 
which, considering the persons from whom it came, 
gives such a high notion of the powers of his mind 
at that period, as renders the thought of what he 
might have been, if spared, a matter of interesting, 
though vain and mournful, speculation. To mere 
mental pre-eminence, unaccompanied by the kindlier 
qualities of the heart, such a tribute, however de- 
served, might not, perhaps, have been so uncon- 
testedly paid. But young Mattiiewa appears, — in 
spite of some little asperities of temper and manner, 
which he was already beginning to soften down when 
snatched away, — to have been one of those rare 
individuals who, while they command deference, 
can, at the same time, win regard, and who, as it 
were, relieve tlie intense feeling of admiration which 
they excite by blending it with love- 
To his religious opinions, and their unfortunate 



that line, though it u of lc$s consequence to a man who hjis 
other wajrs of showing hi^ talents than in company. Scmpe 
waa always reaJy and often witty — Hobhouse as witty, bul 
not always so ready, being more dilJident." — !KS. Journal a, 
Lani Bi/nn, 
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coiDcidence with those of Lord Byron, I have before 
adverted. Like his noblo friend, ardent in the pur- 
suit of Truth, he, Ukc him too, unluckily lost hii 
way in seeking her, — " the light that led astrsj" 
being by both friends mistaken far hers. Thuin 
his scepticism he proceeded any farther than LonI 
Byron, or ever suffered his doubthig, but still in- 
genuous, niind to persuade itself into the "incredible 
creed" of atheism, is, I find (notwithstanding t 
assertion in a letter of the noble poet to this effectji 
disproved by the testimony of those among his re- 
lations and friends, who are the most ready to admil 
and, of course, lament his other heresies;- 
should I have felt tliat I had any right to allude 
thus to the religious opinions of one who had never, 
by promulgating his heterodoxy, brought hiraeelf 
within the jurisdiction of the public, had no 
wrong impression, as it appears, given of those 
opinions, on the authority of Lord Byron, rendered 
it an act of justice to both friends to remove tlie 
imputation. 

In the letters to Mrs. B5Ton, written previously 
to the departure of her son on his travels, there 
occurs, it will be recollected, some mention 
Will, which it was his intention lo leave behind him 
in llie hands of his trustees. Whatever may have 
been the contents of this former instrument, i 
find that, in about a fortnight &(ier his mother's 
death, he thought it right to have a new form of 
will drawn up; and the following letter, enclosing 
his instructions for that purpose, was addressed b> 
the late Mr. Bolton, a solicitor of Nottingham. Of 
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the existence, in any serious or formal sliape, of the 
Btrange directions here given, respecting his own 
interment, I was, for some tiroe, I confess, much 
inclined to doubt ; but the curious documents here 
annexed put this remarkable instance of his eccen- 
tricity beyond all question, 

TO BOLTON, ESQ. 

" Newslead Abbey, August 12. ISil. 
" Sir, 

" I enclose a rough draught of my intended 
will, which X beg to have drawn up as soon as pos- 
sible, in the firmest manner. The alterations are 
principally made in consequence of the death of 
Mrs. Byron. I have only to request that it may 
be got ready in a short time, and have the honour, 

" Your most obedient, humble servant, 
" Byron." 

" NewBtcad Abbey, August 12. IBll. 



*' The estate of Newatead to be entailed (subject 
to certain deductions) on George Anson Byron, 
heir-at-law, or whoever may be the heir-at-law on 
the death of Lord B. The Rochdale property to 
be sold in part or the whole, according to the debts 
and legacies of the present Lord B. 

" To Nicolo Giraud of Athens, subject of France, 
but born in Greece, the sum of seven thousand 
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pounds sterling, to be paid from the sale of such 
parts of Rochdale, Newstead, or elsewhere, as may 
enable the said Nicolo Giraud (resideat at Athais 
and Malta in the year 1810) to receive the above 
sum on his attaining the age of twenty-one years. 

" To William Fletcher, Joseph Murray, and De- 
metrius Zt^raffo* (native of Greece), servants, the 
sum of 6(ty pounds p^. ann. each, for tlieir naturi! 
lives. To Wt", Fletcher, the Mill at Newstead, on 
condition that he payelh rent, but not eul^ect lo 
the caprice of the landlord. To K'. Rushton the 
sura of fifly pounds per ann. for life, and a fiirther 
sura of one tliousand pounds on attaining tlie age of 
twenty -five years. 

" To J", Hanson, Esq. the sum of two thousand 
pounds sterling. 

" Tlie claims of S. B. Davies, Esq. to be satisfied 
on proving the amount of the sarae. 

" The body of Lord B. to be buried in the vault 
of the garden of Newstead, without any ceremony 
or burial -service whatever, or any inscription, save 

* If the papera lie not (wbicb the; generally do), Demetriiu 
Zognffo of Athens is at the head of the Athenian part of the 
Gtcek insurrection. He was my setvantin 1809, IStO, 1811. 
ISIS, at difierenC intervals of those years (far I left him b 
Greece when I went to Constantinople), and accompanied me 
to England in 1811 1 he returned to Greece, spring, ISIS. 
He was a clever, but not apparently on enterprising man ; but 
drcuDistances make rnen. His two sona {then infants) were 
named Miltjades and Alcibiades : may the omen be happj 1 " 
— MS. JaufJial. 



^his name and age. His dog not to be removed from 
the said vault. 

I " My library and fiirniture of every description 
to my friends J". Cam Hobbouee, Esq., and S. B. 
Davies, Esq. my executors. In case of their de- 
cease, the Rev. J. Becher, of Southwell, Notts., and 
H. C. Dallas, Esq., of Mortlake, Surrey, to be ex- 
ecutors. 

" The produce of the sale of Wymondham in 
Norfolk, and the late Mrs. B.'b Scotch property", 
to be appropriated in aid of the payment of debts 
and legacies." 

In sending a copy of tlie Will, framed on these 
iustructions, to Lord Byron, the solicitor accom- 
panied some of tlie clauses with marginal queries, 
calling the attention of his noble client to points 
nrhicli lie considered inexpedient or questionable ; 

: and as the short pithy answers to these suggestions 
are strongly characteristic of their writer, I shall 

' here give one or two of the clauses in full, with the 
respective queries and answers annexed. 

" This is the last will and testament of me, the 
Rt. Hon'''' George Gordon Lord Byron, Baron 
Byron of Rochdale, in the county of Lancaster, — 
I desire that my body may be buried in the vault 
of the garden of Newatead, without any ceremony 

• Onthedeatli of tiia mother, aconeiderablB sum of monej-, 
the remaiDEi of the price of the estate of Gight, was paid into 
his bands by het trustee, Boron Clerk. 



■ '46 KOTICES OF TIW 1611, 

or burial-service nhatever, and that do inacriptiaii. 
gave my name and age, be written on the tomb or 
tablet ; and it is my will that my faithful dog maj 
not be removed from the said vault. To the per- 
I fiumance of this my particular desire, I rely on tk 
I tttention of my executors hereinafter named." 
I " It is nuhmitted to Lord Syron whether this clraut 
rtiative to the funeral had not better be omitted. The 
tubstanee of it can be given in a letter from his Lord- 
ship to the escecjttoTt, and accompan;/ tfw vnH; tad 
the toill may slate l/iai the funeral skail be petformii 
h manner <u hit Lnrds/iip mag by letter dirat, 
n default of any such letter, then at t/w discr^w 
I «^Am executori." 

" It must stand. B." 

" I do hereby specifically order and direct that all 
die claims of the said S. B. Davics upon me shall 
be fully paid and satisfied as soon as conveniently 
maybeafterrayderease, on his proving [[by voucher!, 
or otherwise, to uln, satisfaction of my exccuton 
hereinafter named] * the amount thereof, and the 
correctness of the same." 

" ^ Mr. Davies has any unsettled claiijia upa* 
Lord Syron, ihat circumstance is a reason for kis twi 
being appointed exectOor ; each execviar having m 
'ty of paying himself his own del/i wilhoiU 
lUing his 




* Oier the words which I have here placed bctwee 
bnckeU^ Lord Byroo drew his pen. 



"1811. LIFE or LOKD BVHOS. ¥7 

" So much the better — if possible, let him be an 
executor. B." 

The two fbllowing letters contain further in- 
structions on the same subject : — 

Letter 57. TO MR. BOLTON. 

" Newstead Abbey, August IG. ISll 

,]" Sir, 

, " I have answered the queries on the margin. ♦ 

I wish Mr. Daviea's daims to be most fully allowed, 
and, further, that he be one of my executors. I wish 
tlie wili to bo made in a manner to preyent all dis- 
cussion, if possible, after my decease ; and this I 
]eave to you as a professional gentleman. 

" With regard to the few and simple directions 
for the disposal of my carcass, I must have them im- 
plicitly iitlfillcd, as they will, at least, prevent trouble 
and expense ; — and (what would be of little conse- 
quence to me, hut may quiet the conscience of the 
Burvlvors) the garden is cojieecrated groiinA. These 
directions are copied verbatim from my former will ; 
the alterations in otlier parts have arisen from the 
death of Mrs. B. I have the honour to be 

" Your most obedient, humble servant, 

" Byron.'' 

* In the ctauBG Gnumerating the names and places of nliuiJe 
of the eiecutors, the solicitor had left hlanka for the Chrif^'an 
names of these gEntlemBn, and Lord Bjtod, having Hlled up 
•II but thai of DaDis, writes in the marpn — " I f.'rs« th« 
Cbristiaii name of Dal1as_cut him out." 
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TO MR, BOLTON. 



- Kewste^ AMw;, August 90. IBIL 

►-Sir. 

" The witnesses shall be provided from amongS 
I my tenanu, and I shall be happj- to see you on anj 
thy most convenient to yourself. I forgot to moi' 
, that it must be specified by codicil, or oiha^ 
;, that my body is on no account to be removed 
W' from the vault where I have directed it to be placed; 
and in case any of my successors within the entail 
(from bigotry, or otherwise) might think proper to 
remove the carcass, such proceeding shall be at- 
tended by forfeiture of the estate, whicli in sudi 
case shall go to my sister, tlie Hon''i<' Augusia 
Leigh and her heirs oq similar conditions, 1 have 
i| the honour to be, sir, 

^^H- . " Your very obedient, humble servant, 

^^^B " BXRDN." 

^^^K In consequence of this last letter, a provisu and 

^^^H declaration, in conformity with its instructions, were 

^^^B inserted in the will. He also executed, on the 28th 

^^^ of this month, a codicil, by which he revoked the 

bequest of his "household goods and fumitare, 

library, pictures, sabres, watches, plate, linen, 

trinkets, and other personal estate (except money 

and securities) situate within the walls of die 

mansion-house and premises at his decease — and 

fcequeathed the same (except his wine and spirituous 

liquors) to his friends, the said J. C. Hobhousev 
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S. B. Daviefi, and Francis Hodgson, their executors, 

&c,, to be equally divided between them for their 

own use ; — and he bequeathed his wine and spi- 

* rituous liquors, which gliould be in the cellars and 

premises at Newstead, unto his friend, the said 

■ J. Becher, for his own use, and requested the said 

H J. C. Hobhouse, S. B. Daviea, F. Hodgson, and J. 

Becher, respectively, to accept the bequest therein 

contained, to them respectively, as a token of his 

friendship." 

The following letters, written while his late losses 
were fresh in liis mitid, will be read with painful 
interest : — 

LrrrittSS. TO MR. DALLAS. 

" Newslead Abbey, Nolls., August 12. 1811. 

" Peace be with the dead ! Regret cannot wate 
them. With a sigh to the departed, let us resume 
the dull business of life, in the certainty that we 
also shall have our repose. Besides her who gave 
me being, I have lost more than one who iqade that 
being tolerable. — The beat friend of my friend Hob- 
house, Matthews, a i-^n of the first talents, and also 
not the worst of rf narrow circle, has perished 
miserably in the muddy waves of the Cam, always 
fatal to genius : — my poor school-fellow, Wingfield, 
at Coimbra — within a month; and whilst I had 
heard from all three, but not seen one, Matthews 
wrote to me the very day before his death ; and 
though I feel for his &te, I am still more anxious for 
Hobhouse, who, I very much fear, will hardly retain 
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his senses : bis letters to me sioce the event have 
been most incoherent. But let this pass ; we shall 
all one day pass along witli the rest — the world 
is too full of such things, and our very sorrow ts 
eelfish. 

" I received a letter from you, which my late oc- 
cupations prevented me from duly noticing, — I hope 
your friends and family will long hold together. I 
ehall be glad to hear from you, on business, on con-' 
mon-place, or any thing, or nothing — but death — I 
am already too familiar wilh the dead. It is strange 
that I look on the skulb which stand beside me (I 
have always bad^oar in my study) without emotion, 
but I cannot strip the features of those I have kcown 
of their fleshy covering, even in idea, without a 
hideous sensation ; but the worms are less cere- 
monious. — Surely, the Romans did well when they 
burned the dead. — I shall be happy to hear 
you, and am yours," &c. 



TO MR. HODGSON. 



fi^^ 



" Ncwslead Abbey, August 23. 1811. 

" You may have heard of tlie sudden death of nqf 
mother, and poor Matthews, which, with that of 
WingtJeld, (of whidi I was not fully aware till jiut 
before I lefl town, and indeed hardly believed itj) 
has made a sad chasm in my connections. Indeed 
the blows followed each other so rapidly that I am 
yet stupid from the shock; and though 1 do eat, and 
drink, and talk, and even laugh, at times, yet I can 
hardly persuade myself ihat I am awake, did not 
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every morning convince me mournfully to the con- 
trary. — I shall now wave the subject, — the dead 
are at rest, and none but the dead can be bo, 

"You wiE feel for poor Hobliouse, — Matthews 
was the 'god of'liia idolatry;' and if intellect could 
exalt a man above his fellows, no one could refuse 
him pre-eminence. I knew him most intimately, 
and valued him proportion ably ; but I am recurring 
— so let UB talk of life and the living. 

" If you should feel a disposition to come here, 
you will find ' beef and a sea-coal fire,' and not un- 
generous wine. Whether Otway's two other re- 
quisites for an Englishman or not, I cannot tell, but 
probably one of them. — Let me know when I may 
Kcpect you, that I may tell you wlienlgo and when 
return. I have not yet been to Lanes. Davies has 
been here, and has invited me to Cambridge for a 
week in October, so that, peradventure, we may 
encounter glass to glass. His gaiety (death cannot 
inar it) has done me service ; but, at\cr all, ours 
was a hollow laughter. 

" You will write to me? I am solitary, and I 
never felt solitude irksome before. Your anxiety 
about the critique on " *'3 book is amusing; as it 
was anonymous, certes it was of little consequence: 
I wish it had produced a little more confusion, being 
a lover of literary malice. Are you doing nothing ? 
writing nothing? printing nothing? why not your 
Satire on Methodism? the subject (supposing the 
public to he blind to merit) would do wonders. 
Besides, it would be as well for a destined deacon 
to prove his orthodoxy.— It really would give me 



pleasure to see you properly appredated. I eaj 
rtaUtf, as, being an autlior, my humanity might be 
suspected. Believe me, dear H^ yours always." 

Lmiiiiei. TO MR. DALLAS. 
I " Newstead, August 21. 1811 

I •' Your letter gives me credit for more acute 
feelings than I possess ; for though I feel tolerablj 
miserable, yet 1 am at the same time subject to a 
kind of hysterical merriment, or rather laughl« 
without merriment, which I can neither account 6>t 
IHH conquer, and yet I do not feel relieyed by it; 
but an indifferent person would thmk me in excellQit 
spirits. ' We must forget these things,' and ha»e 
recourse to our old selfish comforts, or rather com- 
fbrtahle selfishness. I do not think I shall return 
to London immediately, and shall therefore accept 
freely what is offered courteously — your mediation 
between me and Murray. 1 don't think my name 
will answer tlie purpose, and you must be aware 
lliat my plaguy Satire will bring the north and 
■outh Grub Streets down upon the 'Pilgrimage;"— 
but, nevertheless, if Murray makes a point of it, 
Mid you coincide with him, I will do it daringly: 
«0 let it be entitled ' By the Author of Engliih 
llnrds and Scotch Reviewers.' My remarks ou the 
Itimiaic &c^ once intended to accompany the 
' Hints from Horace,' shall go along with the other. 
H* being indeed more appropriate ; also the smaller 
poems now in n^y possession, with a few selected 
Ibnn those published in ■ ''s Miscellany. I have 
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found amongst my poor mother's papers a]l my 
letters irom tlie East, and one in particular of some 
length &om Albania. From this, if necessary, I 
can work up a note or two on that subject. As I 
kept no journal, the letters written on the spot are 
the best, Butof this anon, when we have definitively 
arranged. 

" Has Murray shown the work to any one? He 
may — but I will have no traps for applause. Of 
course there are little things I would wish to alter, 
and perhaps the two stanzas of a buffooning cast on 
London's Sunday are as well left out. I much wish 
to avoid identifying Childe Harold's character with 
mine, and that, in sooth, is my second objection to 
my name appearing in the title-page. When you 
have made arrangements as to time, size, type, &c. 
favour me with a reply. I am giving you an universe 
of trouble, which thanks cannot atone for. I made 
a kind of prose apology for my scepticism at the 
head of the MS., which, on recollection, is so much 
more like an attack than a defence, that, haply, it 
might better be omitted: — perpend, pronounce. 
After all, I fear Murray will be in a scrape with 
the orthodox ; but I cannot help it, though I wish 
him well through it. As for me, ' I have supped 
full of criticism,' and I don't think that the ' most 
dismal treatise' will stir and rouse my ' fell of hair' 
till ' Birnam wood do come to Dunsinane." 

" I shall continue to write at intervals, and hope 
you will pay me in kind. How does Pratt get on, 
or rather get off, Joe Blackett's posthumous stock? 
You killed tliat poor man amongst you, in spite of 



r joat Ionian friend and myself, who would have 
taxed him from Pratt, poetry, present poverty, and 
pwthtuuous oblivion. Cruel patrooage I to ruin a 
■nan at his trailing ; but then he is a divine subject for 
aubscriptioD and biography ; and Pratt, who makes the 
■noBl of his dedications, has inscribed the volume to 
no le«s than five tamtlies of distinction. 

" I am sorry you don't like Harry White : with a 
great deal of cant, which in him was sini^re (indeed 
U killed him as you lulled Joe Blackett), certes there 
■■ poesy and genius. I don't say this on account of 
my simile and rhymes : but surely he was beyond aH 
the Bloomfieids and Blacketts, and their ctJlat^ 
cobblers, whom Lofil and Ptatt have or may kido^t 
from their calling into the service of the trade. Tou 
must excuse my flippancy, for I aia writing I kaow 
not what, to escape from myself. Hobhouse is gone 
to Ireland. Mr. Davies has been here on his way 
to Harrowgate. 

" You did not know M, ; he was a man of the 
most astonishing powers, as he sufficiently proved at 
Cambridge, by carrying off more prizes and fellow- 
ships, against the ablest candidates, than any other 
graduate on record ; but a most decided atheist, in- 
deed noxiously so, for he proclaimed his principles in 
all societies. I knew him weU, and feel a loss not 
easily to be supplied to myself — to Hobhouse never. 
Let me hear from you, and believe me," &c. 

The pri^ess towards publication of his two forth- 
I coming works will be best traced in his letters to 
ray and Mr. Dallas. 
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TO MR. MUERAY. 

« Newstead Abbey, Notts., August 2! 



"Sir, 

" A domestic calamity in the death of a near 
relation has hitherto prevented my addressing you 
on the subject of this letter. — My friend, Mr. Dallas, 
has placed in your hands a manuscript poem written 
by me in Greece, which he tells me you do not 
object to publishing. But he also informed me in 
London that you wished to send the MS. to Mr. 
GifFord. Now, though no one would feel more gra- 
tified by the chance of obtmning his observations on 
a work than myself, there is in such a proceeding a 
kind of petition for praise, that neither my pride — 
orwhatever you please to call it — will adroit. Mr. 
G. is not only the first satirist of the day, but editor 
of one of the principal reviews. As such, he is the 
last man whose censure (however eager Co avoid it) 
I would deprecate by clandestine means. You will 
therefore retain the manuscript in your own care, 
or, if it must needs he shovra, send it to another. 
Though not very patient of censure, I would fain 
obtain feirly any little praise my rhymes might de- 
serve, at all events not by extortion, and the humble 
solicitations of a bandied about MS. I am sure a 
little consideration will convmce you it would be 
wrong. 

" If you determine on publication, I have some 
Moaller poems (never published), a few notea, and 
a short dissertation on the literature of the modem 

E i 
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(snttea « Atbon), whidi will come 

iKc cad cf tbe ninaie. — And, if the present poen 

it k mj noentioi], at some subG^ 

I p'^4'^ MOK selectioos ^m mj 

fast wot^ — ntj Satire, — anotber nearly the sanie 

length, and a few other thii^s, with the MS. no* 

jaar hands, in two vcdiimes. — But of these 

bereafler. You win tfpnie me of your detemUD- 

atioo. I am, Str, jrour very obet^s^it," &c. 

tcnuSS. TO MR. DALLAS. 

" Nentead Ablcj, August 25. IBU, 

** Being fortunately enabled to &ank, I do not 
apeic scribbling', having sent you packets within 
the last ten dayg. I am passing solitary, and do 
not expect my agent to accompany me to Rochdale 
before the second week in September ; a delay 
which perplexes me, as I wbb the business over, 
and should at present welcome employment. I 
sent you exordiums, annotations, &c for tlie forth- 
coining quarto, if quarto it is to be: and I also 
have written to Mr, Murray my objection to send- 
ing the MS. to Juvenal, but allowing him to show 
it to any otliers of the calling. Hobhouse is 
amongst the types already : so, between his prose 
and my verse, the world will be decently drawn 
upon for its paper-money and patience. Besides 
all this, my * Imitation of Horace' is gasping for 
the presa at Cawthorn's, but I am hesitating as to 
the &no and the when, the single or the double, the 
the future. You must excuse all this. 



1 1 have nothing to say in this lone 
B<tCmyself, and yet I would willingly talk or think of 
^t else. 

» What are you about to do ? Do you think of 
perdiing in Cumberland, as you opined when I was 
in the metropolis ? If you mean to retire, why not 
occupy Miss*»"'s 'Cottage of Friendship,' late 
the seat of Cobbler Joe, for whose death you and 
others are answerable? His ' Ori)han Daughter' 
(pathetic Pratt 1) will, certes, turn out a shoe- 
making Sappho. Have you no remorse ? I think 
that elegant address to Miss Dallas should be in- 
scribed on the cenotaph which Miss • ■ * means to 
stitch to his memory. 



m much disappointed at 
r doiAig something better, 
er. If parliament meets 
I town to attend. I am 



" ITie newspapers sei 
his Majesty's not dying, . 
I presume it is almost o 
in October, I shall be i 
also invited to Cambridge for the beginning of that 
month, but am first to jaunt to Rochdale. Now 
Matthews is gone, and Hobhouse in Ireland, I have 
hardly one left there to bid me welcome, except 
my inviter. At three- and- twenty I ara left alone, 
and what more can we be at seventy? It is true I 
am young enough to begin again, but with whom 
can I retrace the laughing part of life ? It is odd 
how few of my friends have died a quiet death, — 
I mean, in their beds. But a quiet life is of more 
consequence. Yet one loves squabbling and jostling 
better than yawning. This kul word admonishes 
^MAjto relieve you from yours very truly," &C. 
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L TO MB. DALLAS. 

- Nrvacsd AUwT, Aagiut 3T. lUI' 

SO fiocere in tay ooce on the late Cfaarid 
■nd do feel mjself to lotaDj unible t* 
d* jacuce U> his ulents, tlut the pass^e mA 
~ fat the very reason vou bring agaiost iL Ik 
him all the men I erer knew were pigmies. He 
wac an intellectual giant. It is true I loved V. 
better; be was the earliest and the dearest, ud 
<me of the few one could never repent of haviog 
loved : but in abilitjr — ah ! you did not knof 
Matthews! 

"' Childe Harold" may wait and welcome- 
books are never the worse for delay in the publi- 
cation. So you have got our heir, George Anson 
Byron, and his sister, with you. 

" You may say what you please, but you are tux 
of the murderers of Blackett, and ^et you w<ai't 
allow Harry White's genius. Setting aside hi* 
bigotry, he surely ranks nest Chatterton. It it 
astonishiiig how little he was known ; and at Cam- 
bridge no one thought or heard of such a man till 
big death rendered all notice useless. For my own 
part, I should have been most proud of such an 
acquaintance: his very prejudices were respectable. 
There is a sucking epic poet at Granta, a Mr. 
Tofrnsend, proteg^ at the late Cumberland. Did 
you ever hear of him and his ' Armageddon?' I 
think his plan (the man J don't know) borders on 
sublime : though, perhaps, the anticipation t£ 
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1st Day' (according to you Nazarenes) is a 

daring : at leaet, it looks like telling the 
hat he is to do, and might remind an ill* 

person of the line, 

ind fools rush in where angels fear to tread.' 

lon't mean to cavil, only other folks will, 
may bring all the Iambs of Jacob Behmen 
is ears. However, I hope lie will bring it 
elusion, though Milton is in his way. 
ite to mo — I dote on gossip — and make a 
Ju — , and shake George by the hand for 
t, take care, for he has a sad sea paw. 
i. I would ask George here, but I don't 
)w to amuse him — all my horses were sold 
left England, and I have not had time to 
them. Nevertheless, if he will come down 
wt in September, he will be very welcome ; 
must bring a gun, for I gave away all mine 
Pacha, and other Turks. Dc^s, a keeper, 
nty of game, with a very large manor, I 
a lake, a boat, house-room, and neat mnei." 

165. TO MH. MURRAY. 

" Newslead Abbey, Notts., Sept.S. IBll. 

fhe time seems to be past when (as Dr. 

1 said) a man was certain to ' hear the truth 
s bookseller,' for you have paid me so many 
:ients, that, if I was not the veriest scribbler 
1, I should feel afironted. As I accent ^cnn 



i.kiik 



r 1 shovld give equal it 
pHMc anM M yn^ tnjtOieta, the more s 
Mkw ife^ l» he «c)l bmded With rt^H 
ifc* jiAiai •« ■cMfiiyM^ puts, I am afraid 1 
«M *« iriinf 1 htt I km fai^ author!^ £k 
■(^■HS « Am pMt. I« crm the ^neidwiti 
fiAiiffMi^MA wtiOn far a jwfiten/ purpot; 
■iiM»«P«fc'^^Hi"^"n «ib3ect8 or not 
■^■i^BAfc I ^B M> anofc ■ tban for recatt 
ilihk 4k ^HH^ iSas 1 b^re nid what I m 
lwl<Wg*r Wi fc— IK ■ dttt notion oTd* 
WtA^m^i^^**^^: »iIi«ierthinkhoMt 
M ii l>» » l ^ - 'lU BCMMnp—d again to iM 

9im m «■■• — *» «sm1 cnacqncnce rf tf 
wmi WBHI& ^ r« perceire I emaut alta ffi 
,Mii|MM»:^ ktf V tlioe are anj altowioDs in tk 
illMMp»«f Ae »wsi6catMKi yoa would wish to be 
«aAb.twB*>S Hijines and turn stanzas as modi 
4^1M« (Ma* As for the ■ orAodar,- Jet ns hope 
»fcl^ %amy, « pwpose to abuse— Tou will fot- 
^ Ifen «»fc ' »*»J wfl] do the other. You are 
^|MW !*■« ••» »*«« fro™ my pen must expect 
lyi^WtL « »«»T »ccwints; and as the present 
M^MWMIW* * vi a nature rery different froi 
jinayt- w* WM*M ixX l>« sanguine. 

» \iw Imf StvsM me no answer to my question 

«>t«Jk iM* ftirty. did you show the MS. to some of 

MurvVtyA' — I !t*^' It introductory stanza to Mc 

^y|b^ V* W ttwwarded to you ; the poem else will 

« i|t«\t{vtty. The stanzas had better be niun- 

KoMkAit chantcters. There is a disqttisiticD 
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Kp the literature of the modem Greeks and eome 
Bnaller poems to come ia at the close. These are 
BOW at Newstead, but will be sent in time. If Mr. 
D. has lust tile stanza and note annexed to it, write, 
md I will send it myself — You tell me to add two 
Cantos, but I am about to visit ray collieries in Lan- 
cashire on the 15th instant, which is so unpoeticol 
in employment that I need say no more, I am, 
fir, your most obedient," &c. 

The manuscripts of both his poems having been 
ihown, much against his own will, to Mr. Gifford, 
iie opinion of that gentleman was thus reported to 
I'un by Mr. Dallas: — "Of your Satire he spoke 
highly, but this poem (Childe Harold) he pro- 
nounced not only the best you have written, but 
equal to any of the present age." 






TO MR. DALLAS. 



I " Newstead Abbey, September 7. 1811. 

" As Gilford has been ever my ' Magnus ApoDc,' 
any approbation, such as you mention, would, of 
'course, be more welcome than ' all Bokara's vaunted 
gold, than all the gems of f^amarkand.' But I am 
Borry the MS. was shown to him in such a mamier, 
and I had written to Murray to say as much, before 
1 was aware that it was too late. 

" Your objection to the expression ' central line ' 
I can only meet by saying that, before Childe Harold 
l^l^&igland, it was his lull intention to travene 



Peniar and return by India, which he 
have done without passing the equinoctiaL 

" The other errors you mention, 1 must coired 
in the progress through the press. I fee! honound 
by the wish of such men that the poem should b( 
nintinued, but to do that, I must return to Greea 
and Asia ; I must have a warm sun and a. blue eky; 
I cannot describe scenes so dear to me by 
coal fire. I had projected an additional Cantowha 
I was in the Troad and Constantinople, and if I 
■aw them again, it would go on ; but under exiu>^ 
circumstances and lentatiom, 1 have neither haipi 
' heart, nor voice ' to proceed. I feel that you 
ail right as to the metaphysical part ; but I also fed 
that I am sincere, and that if 1 am only to wil 
' ad captandum tulgtis,' I might as well edil 
magazine at once, or spin caozoncttas for Vaat' 
hall. • • ' 

" My work must make its way as well as it csi; 
I know I have every thing against me, angry poeB 
and prejudices ; but if the poem is a poem, it <ril 
surmount these obstacles, and if Ttot, it deserves iB 
fate. Your friend"s Ode I have read — it is nogreS 
compliment to pronounce it far superior 
on the same subject, or to the merits of the new 
Chancellor. It is evidently the production of a 
of taste, and a poet, though I should not be willing 
to say it was fully equal to what might be expected 
from the author of ' HariE lonicm' I thaiJt yoo 
for it, and that is more than I would do for UH 
other Ode of the present day. 

" I am very sensible of your good wishes, and^ 



w 
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I iodeed, I have need of them. My whole life hag 
^.been at vorkace irith propriety, not to say decency; 
■ my circumstances are become involved; my friends 
^ are dead or estranged, and my existence a dreary 
Toid. In Matthews I have lost my ' guide, philo- 
I sopher, and friend ;' in Wingfield a friend only, but 
' oue whom I could have wished to have preceded in 
-^ his long journey. 

n " Mattliewa was indeed an extraordinary man ; it 
J has not entered into tlie heart of a stranger to con- 
ceive such a man : there was the stamp of immor- 
tality in all he said or did; — and now what ia he? 
Wlien we see such men pass away and be no more 
, who seem created to display what the 
Creator cohA/ maAe his creatures, gathered into cor- 
ruption, before the maturity of minds that might 
have been the pride of posterity, what are we to 
conclude? For my own part, I am bewildered. To 
me he was much, to Hobhouse every thing. — My 
poor Hobhouse doted on Matthews. For me, I did 
not love quite eo much as I honoured him ; I wa» 
indeed so sensible of his infinite superiority, that 
though I did not envy, I stood in awe of it. He, 
Hobhouse, Davies, and myself, formed a coterie of 
n at Cambridge and elsewhere. Davies is a 
wit and man of the world, and feels as much as 
such a character can do ; but not as Hobhouse has 
been aifected. Davies, who is not a scribbler, has 
always beaten us all in the war of words, and by 
his colloquial powers at once delighted and kept us 
'n order, H. and myself always had the worst of it 
trith the other two; and even M. yielded to the 
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^ .•: ..- ;.. _.-• -rr.zT. M- I>i_ji inform 

- — ■ -^ -*=•--- ^-' — nz-i :c lie perusal 

>' ' "- --' -~-^^ :: z:t wishes, as 

". .• \. .. *- ■ - r^T-j^^: 1- iT.i 2s :zT own letter 

m 

.. ...:, .: ■■-■-"• =5.: i.z. "ir-.:- mv motives for 

., ._ ;^ •.* s •:.' i rr.'Ji-rJ-zj. >-::::e Ia:e domestic 

. .5^ . % * -■* ;• -■- ^^ rr.rob'.j aware, prevented 

. . . -...- "r^-rj: >;-: rci'.re: indeed I hardlj 

, ,,^,, vv •• --v "^ .'--- 5.: hi5:;".\- ihnist my productioni 

v.a- ^c ^x-vls .:' ^ sn^-in^er, who could be as little 

l^T rvvt'ivin^ them, as their autlior is at 
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^ being offered, in such a manner, and to such a 
n. 

" My address, when I leave Newstead, will be to 
' Rochdale, LancaEhire;' but I have not yet fixed 
the day of departure, and I will apprise you when 
ready to set off. 

" You liave placed me in a very ridiculous situ- 
ation, but it is past, and uothing more is to be said 
(HI the subject. You hinted to me that you wished 
some alterations to be made ; if they have nothing 
' to do with politics or religion, I will make them 
yriih great readiness. I am, Sir," &c. &c 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Newstead Abbey, Sept. 16. ISll.* 

" I return the proof, which I should wish to be 
shown to Mr. Dallas, who understands typographical 
arrangements much better than I can pretend to do. 
The printer raay place the notes in his ttum vxof, or 

> ' On a leaf of one o( his paper.boaks I find an Epigram 
>- written at this linie, which, though not perhaps particuliU'ly 
good, I consider myself hound lo insert ; — 



" Good plays are seaJ^;e, 
So Moore nrites farce : 
The poet's fame grows brittle ^ 
We knew before 
That Liltle 'a Moore, 
But now 'tia Maore that "a lUile. 

Sept. 14. 1B: 
VOL. II. F 





bM. to MK. DALLAS. 

* Kf^M^ Atfacy, Se^ 17. ISIt. 

*> I OB caafy ^Ecaac jvur not anritin^, as jot 
I hofc «cw«hai6 bett« to do, and jou 
nof freqaeat inTasMiu tm your attenliaK. 
I bsve at this manent notliing to interpose 
■tea you and my epistles. 
f cannot settle to any thing, and my days pass 
witli the exception of bodily exercise to some 
tent, with unifonn indolence, and idle insipidity. 1 
hove been expecting, and still expect, my agent, 
wlicn I sliall have enough to occupy my reflectioiu 
in huiineBs of no very pleasant aspect. Before mf 
Journey to Rochdale, you shall have due notice 
viltere to address me — I believe at the post-office 
(if that township. From Murray I received 
•Ptiiiid jiroof of the same pages, which I requested 
liliii to show you, that any thing which may have 
piuiiped ifiy observation may be detected before the 
(H'liitor luy« the corner-stone of an erraia column. 

" 1 um now not quite alone, having an old ac- 

i|»nintnnce and school- fellow with me, so old. Indeed, 

that wc liiivc nothing titto to say on any suljeA 

aiulynn'n at vacli ntlier in a sort of^utet tn^EfMadt. 

Iio0iln){ llroni Cautliorii, or Captain Hob- 
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house; and &eir quarlo — Lord have mercy on 
mankind I We come on like Cerberua with our 
triple publications. As for myself, hy myself, I must 
be satisfied with a comparison to Janm. 

« I am not at all pleased with Murray for showing 
the MS. ; and lam certain Gifford must see it in the 
same light tJiat 1 do. His praise is nothing to the 
purpose : what could he say ? He could not spit in 
the face of one who had praised him in every pos- 
sible way. I must own that I wish to have the 
impression removed from his mind, that I had any 
concern in such a paltry transaction. The more I 
thinly the more it disquiets me ; so I will say no 
more about it. It is bad enough to be a scribbler, 
witliout having recourse to such shifts to extort 
praise) or deprecate censure- It is anticipating, it 
is begging, kneeling, adulating, — the devil! the 
devil 1 the devil 1 and all without my wish, and 
contrary to my express desire. I wish Murray had 
been tied to Payjie's neck when he jumped into the 
Faddington Canal*, and so tell him, — that is the 

ously applies thi? incident ; — 

" A literary friend of mine walking out one lovely evening 
lost summer on the clcvcntli bridge of the Paddington Canal, 
wa5 olanned by the cry of * One ia jeopardy f * He rushed 
akm^ collected a body of Irish haymaliera (supping on buttei- 
milk in an adjoining paddock), procured three takes, une eel 
■pear, and a landing-net, and at last {horresco referens) pulled 
out — his own publisher. The unfortunate man was gone for 
ever, and so »-bs a large quarto wherewith he had taken tlie 

leap, which proved, on enquiry, to have been Mr. S 'i last 

work. Its ' alacrity of unking ' was so great, that it hoa tieiai j 



68 NOTICBS OF THE 11 

proper receptacle for publishers. You have ChoughU 
of settling in the country, why not try Notts.? I 
think there are places which would suit you in ill 

^^^ points, and then you are nearer the metropolis. Bai 

^^L of this anon. 1 am, yours," &c. 

^^B Letter €9. TO Mil, DALLAS. 

^^H " NewsMad Abbe;, Sept. SI. 1811. 

^^^P " I have shown my respect for your suggestions | 
by adopting them ; but I have made many alter- J 
ations in the first proof, over and above; as, fiu I 
example : J 

»" Oh Thou, in HeUas deem'd of beavenly birth, ^^M 

" Since shamed full °/l by lalsr lyres on earth, ^^H 

Mine, &c. ^^^ 
" Tct there I're woTtder'd by the ^all^ted rill ; 

and so on. So I have got rid of Dr. Lowth and 



since been heard of, though some mdntain that it is at thii 
moment concealed at Alderman Birch's pastry-premises, CorD. 
hilL Be this as it may, the coroner's inquest brought in a 
verdict of ' Felo do Bibliopolft ' against a ' quarto unknown,' 
and circumstantial evidence being since strong Hgninsl iba 
■ Curae of Kehoma ' (of which the above words are bq exact 
description), it will be tried by its peers neit sesaon in Grub 
Street. Arthur, Alfred, Davidds, Richard Ctcur de Liooi 
Exodus, Eiodiad, Epigoniad, Calvary, Fall of Cambria, 8i^ 
of Acre, Don Roderick, and Tom Thumb the Great, are the 

Hofthe twelve jurors. The judges are Pye, ' " •.andlbe 

lan of St Sepulchre's." 



P 1811. 
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' drunk ' to boot, and very glad I am to say so. I 
have also suUeaiBed the line as heretofore, and in 
short have been quite conformable. 

" Pray write ; you shall hear when I remove to 
LancB. I have brought you and my friend Juvenal 
Hodgson upon my back, on the score of revelation. 
You are fervent, but he is quite glowing ; and if he 
take half the pains to save hia own soul, which he 
v<dunteers to redeem mine, great will be his reward 
herealler. I honour and thank you both, but am 
convinced by neither. Now for notes. Besides 
those I have sent, I shall send the observations on 
the Edinburgh Reviewer's remarks on the modem 
Greek, an Albanian song in the Albanian (not Greek) 
language, specimens of modem Greek from their 
New Testament, a comedy of Goldoni's translated, 
one scene, a prospectus of a friend's book, and per- 
haps a song or two, aii in Romaic, besides their 
Pater Noster ; bo there will be enough, if not too 
much, with what I have already sent. Have you 
received the ' Noctes Atticse?' Z sent also an 
annotation on Portugal. Hobhouse is also fortii- 
coming." 

Lkthb 70. TO MR. DALLAS. 

" Newstead Abbej, Sept. 23. 1811. 

" Liiboa h the Portuguese word, consequently 
the very best. Ulissipont is pedantic ; and as I 
have Hellas and Eros not long before, there would 
be something like an affectation of Greek terms, 
which I wish to avoid, since I shall have a perilous 



1 
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quantity of modem Greek in my notes, as speciid 
of the tongue ; therefore Lisboa may keep ii 
You are right about the 'Hints;' tliey must n 
precede the 'Romaunt;' but Cawtliorn will I 
^v^e if they don't ; however, keep than back, and 
him in good humour, if we can, but do not let him 
publish. 

" I have adopted, I believe, most of your Bog- 
gestiona, but ' Lisboa' will be an exception to prove 
the rule. I have sent a quantity of notes, and shall 
continue ; but pray let them be copied ; no devil can 
read my hand. By the by, I do not mean to ex- 
cliange the ninth verse of the ' Good Night.' I have 
no reason to suppose my dog better than his brother 
brutes, mankind \ and Argus we know to be a l^ile. 
The 'Cosmopolite' was an acquisition abroad. I da 
not believe it is to be found in England. It Is an 
amusing little volume, and full of French flippancy. 
I read, though I do not speak the language. 

" I will be angry with Murray. It was a book- 
selling, back shop. Paternoster-row, paltry pro- 
ceeding, and if the experiment had turned out as it 
deserved, I would have raised all Fleet Street, and 
borrowed the giant's staff from St. Dunstan's church, 
to immolate the betrayer of trust. I have written 
to him as he never was written to before by an 
author, I '11 be Bworn, and I hope you will amplify 
my wrath, till it has an effect upon him. You tell 
me always you have much to write about. Write 
it, but let us drop metaphysics ; — on that point we 
shall never agree. I am dull and drowsy, as usual. 



e 1 do nothing, and even that nothing fatigues me. 
E Adieu." 

Lerr£B7i. TO MR. DALLAS. 

" Newsteod Abbey, Oct. 11. 1811. 

" I have returned from Lanes., and ascertained 
that my property there may be made very valuablej 
but various circumstances very much circumscribe 
myexertiansat present. I shall be in town on busi- 
ness in the beginning of November, and perhaps at 
Cambridge before the end of this month ; but of my 
movements you shall be regularly apprised. Your 
objections i have in part done away by alterations, 
which I hope will suffice ; and I have sent two or 
three additional stanzas for both ' Fyttas^ I have 
been again shocked with a deaA, and have lost one 
very dear to me in happier times ; but ' I have 
almost forgot the taste of grief,' and ' supped full 
of horrors ' till I have become callous, nor have 1 a 
tear left for an event which, five years ago, would 
have bowed down my head to the earth. It seems 
as though I were to experience in my youth the 
greatest misery of age. My friends fall around me, 
and I shall be letl a lonely tree before I am withered. 
Other men can always take refuge in their families ; 
I have no resource hut my own reflections, and they 
present no prospect here or hereafter, except the 
selfish satisfaction of surviving my betters. I am 
indeed very wretched, and you will excuse my 
saying so, as jou know I am not apt to can t of 
sensibility. t^^^H 

F ^^^^1 



'• Instead of tiring yourself witli «iJf c 
should be glad to hear your plans of retirement. I 
suppose you would not like to b£ whoUy ehuC out of 
society? Now I know a large village, or small town. 
about twelve miles off, where your family would 
have tlie advantage of very genteel society, without 
the hazard of being annoyed by mercantile af- 
fluence ; where you would meet with men of in- 
formation and independence ; and where I have 
friends to whom I should be proud to introduce you. 
There are, besides, a coffee-room, assemblies, &c. 
Sic, which bring people together. My mother had 
a house there some years, and I am well acquainted 
with the economy of Southwell, the name of this 
little commonwealth. Lastly, you will not be vety 
remote from mc ; and though I am the very worst 
companion for joung people in the world, this ob- 
jection would not apply to yoM, whom I could see 
irequently. Your expenses, too, would be such as 
best suit your inclinations, more or less, as you 
thought proper ; but very little would be requisite 
to enable you to enter into all the gaieties of a 
country life. You could be as quiet or bustling as 
you liked, and certainly as well situated as on the 
lakes of Cumberland, unless you have a particular 
wish to be picturesque. 

" Pray, is your Ionian friend in town ? You havu 
promised me an introduction. — You mention having 
consulted some friend on the MSS. — Is not this con- 
trary to our usual way? Instruct Mr. Murray not 
to allow his shopman to call the work ' Child of 
Harrow's Pilgrimage I ! 1 1 ! ' as he baa done to some 



y astonished friends, who wrote to enquire after 
mnitt/ on the occasion, as well they might. I 
: heard nothing of Murray, whom 1 scolded 
tily. Must I write more notes? — Are there 
enough? — CawthorniDustbe kept back with the 
nts.' — I hope he is getting on with Hobhouse's 
to. Good evening. Yours ever," &c. 

r tbe same date with this melancholy letter are 
bllowtng verses, never before printed, which he 
e in answer to some lines received from a friend, 
Kting him to be cheerful, and to " banish care." 
r will show with what gloomy fidelity, even while 
(T the pressure of recent sorrow, he reverted to 
lisappointmcnt of his early affection, as the chief 
;e of bU his suiferings and errors, present and 



" Newstead Abbey, October II. 
•' ' Oh : bBiiiah caro ' — such ever be 
The motto of (Ay revelry 1 
Perrhance of mine, when wassail nights 
Beaew those riotous delights, 
"Wherewith Ihe children of Despair 
Lull tbe lone heart, and ' banish cam.' 

When prwent, past, and future lower. 
When all I loved is changed or gone. 
Mock with such taunts Ihe woes of one, 
WhosB every thought — but let them pass — 
Thou know'st I am not what I was. 
But, above all, if thou wouldst bold 
Place in a heart that ne'er was cold, 



B; all ibe powoi tliat in 



Thj jop below, ihj hopM abore. 
Speak — speak of inr itnng but lore. 



Andll: 



ii Utile ID that ta 



Which belter bosoms wDuIii bewail. 
But mine has suSer'd nunc than well 
'T would Hilt PhiltHoph; to tell. 
1 'le teen m; bride utotluv'i bride, — 
Have seen ber sealed by bis ade, — 
Have seen the iDTant which the bo^^ 
Wear the sweet smile tbe toother wore. 
When she and I ia youth hiie smiled 
As fond and Taulilea u her child ; — 
Haie «een ber cjes, in cold «!'"<■■", 
Ask if 1 fell no secret pun. 
And / bate acted well my part, 
And made my cheek belie my heart, 
Rctuni'd the freeiing glance she gme. 
Yet felt the while £Aa( woman's stevc; — 
Have kiss'd, as if without design. 
The balie which oughi to have been min^ 
And show'd, sUs ! in each catefa 



Nors. 
"ITiew 
I'll hi 



I 'U Khine no mor^ 






But if, in some succeeding year. 
When Brilain'a ' May is in Ihe sere," 
Thou hear^st of oi^e, whose deepening ci 
Suit with (he lablest of the liineEi 
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Of one, whom Love nor Pity sway!, 



Perchflnee ngi Blood shall tun 
One rank'd in some recording 
With the worst anarchs of the 
Him wilt thou Imovi — and, kn 
Nor with the ejici forget the ( 



he anticipations of liis own future career in 
e concluding lines are of a nature, it must be 
ed, to awaken more of horror than of interest, 
J we not prepared, by so many instancea of his 
deration in this respect, not to be startled at 

lengths to which the spirit of self-libelling 
Id carry him. It seemed as if, with the power 
^ting fierce and gloomy personages, he had 

the ambition to be, himself, the dark " Bublime 
drew," and that, in his fondness for the de- 
ition of heroic crime, he endeavoured to fancy, 
re he could not find, in his own character, fit 
ects for his pencil. 

, was about the time when he was iJius bitterly 
ng and expressing the blight which his heart 
suffered from a real object of affection, that his 
na on the death of an imoffinaiy one, " Thyrza," 
J written; — nor is it any wonder, when we 
lider the peculiar circumstances under which 
e beautiful effusions flowed from his fancy, that 
il his strains of pathos, they should be the moat 
hing and most pure. They were, indeed, the 
nee, the abstract spirit, as it were, of many 
fe; — a confluence of sad thoughts from many 
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sources of sorrow, refinod and warmed 
passage through his fancy, and forming thui 
deep reservoir of mournful feeling. In retracing' 
happy hours lie had known with the friends 
lost, all the ardent tenderness of his youth emu 
back upon him. His school-sports vith the &• 
vouritea of liis hoyhood, Wingfieid and Tattersill, 
— his summer days with Long*, and those even- 
inga of music and romance which he had dreaaxJ 
away in the aociety of hia adopted brother, Edd]^ 
stone, — all these recollections of the young and 
dead now came to mingle themselves in his mind 
with the image of her who, though living, was, ftr 
him, aa much lost aa they, and dlBTused that ge- 
neral feeling of sadnesa and fondness through hii 
soul, which found a vent in these poems. No 
friendship, however warm, could have inspired sor- 
row so passionate ; as no love, however pure, could 
have kept passion so chastened. It was the blend- 
ing of the two affections, in his memory and ima- 
gination, that thus gave birtfi to an ideal object 
combining the best features of both, and drew&on 
him tliese saddest and tenderest of love-poems, in 
which we find all the depth and intensity of red 
feeling touched over with such a light aa no realitf 
ever wore. 

The following letter gives some further account 
of the course of his thoughts and pursuits at diis 
period : — 

• See the eslract from one of hia journals, vol. i. p, 91. 
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•■ trrTKB 73. TO MR, HODGSON. 

" Newstead Abbey, Oct. 13. 1811. 

" You will begin to deem me a most liberal cor- 
espondent ; but as my letters are free, you will 
overlook their frequency. I have sent you answers 
in prose and verse * to all your late communications, 
and though I am invading your ease again, I don't 
^now why, or what to put down that you are not 
acquainted with already. I am growing nemmis 
{how you will laugh!) — but it is true, — really, 
wretchedly, ridiculously, flne-ladically nervous. Your 
climate kills me ; I can neither read, write, nor 
amuse myself, or any one else. My days are list- 
lesB, and my nights restless; I have very seldom 
any society, and when 1 have, I run out of it. At 
• this present writing,' there are in the next room 
three ladies, and I have stolen away to write this 

grumbling letter I don't know that I sha'n't end 

frith insanity, for I find a want of method in ar- 
rai^ng my thoughts that perplexes me strangely ; 
but this looks more like silliness than madness, as 
Scrope Davies would facetiously remark in his con- 
soling manner. I must try the hartshorn of your 
company; and a session of Parliament would suit 
me well, — any thing to cure me of conjugating the 
accursed verb ' ennuyer' 

" When shall you be at Cambridge? You have 
hinted, I think, that your friend Bland is returned 
from Holland. I have always had a great respect 

• The Ycrsea in vol. 11 p. 73. 



I 
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for Ills talents, and for all that I Iiave lieard of hit 
character; but of me, I believe he knows nothing 
except that lie heard my sixth form repetitions to 
months together, at the average of two linei i 
morning, and those never perfect. I reaiembered 
him and his ' Slaves' as I passed between Capa 
Matapan, St. Angelo, and his Isle of Ceriga, and I 
always bewailed the absence of the Antliology. I 
suppose be will now translate Vondel, the Duld 
Shakspeare, and ■ Gysbert van Amstel ' will eaulj 
be accommodated to our stage in Its present state: 
and I presume be saw the Dutch poem, where tlK 
love of Pyramus and Thisbe is compared to the 
passion of Christ; also the love of Lvcifer for Evft 
and other varieties of Low Country literature. Ns 
doubt you will tliink me crazed to talk of Bud 
' things, but they are all in black and white and good 
repute on the banks of every canal from Amster- 
dam to Alkmaar. 

" My poesy is in the hands of its various pub- 
lishers; but the ' Hints from Horace,' (to whldil 
have subjoined some savage lines on Metbodismi 
and ferocious notes on the vanity of the triple 
Editory of the Edin. Annual Register,) my ' ^inO,' 
I say, stand still, and why? — I have not a fi'ieDil 
in the world (but you and Drury) who can construe 
Horace's Latin or my English well enough to ad- 
just them for the press, or to correct the proofs in 

grammatical way. So that, imless you have 
rels when you return to town (I am too far off I 
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^^■fc for myself), this Jnef&ble work will be lost to 
^^^fcorld for — I don't know how many meeks. 
^^H'Cbilde Harold's Pilgrimage' must wait till 
^^^Bn^'s is finisheil. He is making a tour in Mid- 
HOefSx, and is to return soon, whea high matter 
■ may be expected. He wants to have it in quarto, 
2 which is a cursed unsaleable size ; but it is pestilent 
1 long, and one must obey one's bookseller. I trust 
^Murray will pass the Paddington Canal ivicliout 
^ being seduced by Payne and Mackinlay's example, 
't I say Payne and Mackinlay, supposing that the 
^^^ktership held good. Drury, the villain, has not 
^^^Koi to me ; ' I am never (as Mrs. Lumpkin says 
^^Hrmy) to be grittifled with the monster's dear 
^^^B notes.' 

^^HfSo you are going (going indeed !) into orders. 
^^Hlmust make your peace with the Eclectic Re- 
^^ftpera — they accuse you of impiety, I fear, with 
W injustice. Demetrius, the ' Sieger of Cities,' is 
I here, with ' Gilpin Horner.' The painter* is not ' 
I necessary, as the portraits he already painted are 
I (by anticipation) very like the new animals — Write, 
I and send me your 'Love Song' — but I want 
I ' paulo majora ' from you. Make a dash before you 
I are a deacon, and try a dn/ publisher. 
I " Yours always, B." 

I It was at thb period that I first had the happiness 
of seeing and becoming acquainted witli Lord Byron. 
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The correspondence in which our acquaintance ori- 
ginated is, in a high degree, illustrative of the finmk 
manliness of his character ; and as it was begun on 
my side, some egotism must be tolerated in the de- 
tail which I have to give of the circumstances ^ 
led to it. So far back as the year 1806» on the 
occasion of a meeting which took place at Chalk 
Farm between Mr. Jeffrey and myself, a good deal 
of ridicule and raillery, founded on a ^Ise repre- 
sentation of what occurred before the magistrates 
at Bow Street, appeared in almost all the public 
prints. In consequence of this, I was induced to 
address a letter to the Editor of one of the Journals, 
contradicting the falsehood that had been cir- 
culated, and stating briefly the real circumstances 
of the case. For some time my letter seemed to 
produce the intended effect, — but, imluckily, the 
original story was too tempting a theme for humour 
and sarcasm to be so easily superseded by mere 
matter of fact. Accordingly, after a little time, 
whenever the subject was publicly alluded to,— 
more especially by those who were at all " willing 
to wound,'* — the old falsehood was, for the sake 
of its ready sting, revived. 

In the year 1809, on the first appearance of 
" English Bards and Scotch Reviewers," I found 
the author, who was then generally understood to 
oe Lord Bjn-on, not only jesting on the subject— 
and with sufficiently provoking pleasantry and clever- 
ness — in his verse, but giving also, in the more 
responsible form of a note, an outline of the trans- 
action in accordance with the original misreport, and. 
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Hbe, in direct coDtradiction to my published 
emeot. Still, as the Satire was anonymous 
and unacknow! edged, I did not feel that 1 was, in 
any way, called upon to notice it, and therefore dis- 
BUEsed the matter entirely from my mind. In the 
summer of the same year appeared the Second 
Edition of the work, with Lord Byron's name pre- 
fixed to it. I was, at the time, in Ireland, and but 
little in tlie way of literary society ; and it so hap- 
prened that some months passed away before the 
^pearaace of this new edition was known to me. 
Immediately on being apprised of it, — the offence 
now assuming a different form, — I addressed the 
ibliowing letter to Lord Byron, and, transmitting it 
to a friend in London, requested that he would 
liave it delivered into his Lordship's hands." 

" Dublin, Jamiaiy 1. ISIO. 

" My Lord, 

" Having just seen the name of ' Lord Byron ' 
pr^xed to a work entitled ■ English Bards and 
Scotch Reviewers," in which, as it appears to me, 
the lie is given to a public statement of mine, re- 
specting an afiair with Mr. Jeffrey some years since, 

" This 19 the only entire letter of my own that, in the course 
of this work, I mean to olitrudo upon my readers. Being 
ihOTt, and in terms more eiplanatory of the feeling on uhich I 
acted than any others that could be substituted, it might be 
ffoffbred, 1 thought, 1o form the single exception (o my general 
rule. In all other cases, I shall merely give such eitracta 
from my own Ictten as may be necesBar; (o elucidate those of 
my correspondent, 

VOL. II. a 
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t beg jtw wifl ham ibe goodness to inform 
wbrriwr 1 nui J consider jow Lordship as Uieautlur 
of Uiis publication. 

- I ^lall not. I fear, be able lo return to Londw 
Sx a week or two ; but, in the mean time, I trul 
vmir Lordship will not dienj me the ssdsiactioD li 
btowing whether you arow the insolt contained in 
the passages alluded to. 

-• It is needless to suggest to your Lordship iht 
propriety of keeping our correspondence secret 
" 1 have the honour to be 
^^ " Your Lordship's very humble serrant, 

^P " Thomas Moohe. 

V *• SX. Holciwonh Stmt." 

In the course of a week, the friend to whom t 
intiuEted this letter wrote to inform me tlint Lord 
- Byron had, as he learned on enquiring of his pub- 
lisher, gone abroad immediately on the publicatiMj 
of his Second Edition ; but that my letter had becu 
placed in the hands of a gentleman, named Hodj^ 
SOD, who had undertaken to forward it carefully to 
his Lordship. Though the latter step was not ex- 
actly what I could have wished, I thought it as 
well, on the whole, to let my letter take its chance, 
and again postponed aU consideration of the matter. 

During the interval of a year and a half which 
elapsed before Lord Byron's return, I had taken 
upon myself obligations, hoth as husband and 
father, which make most men, — and especially 
those who have nothing to bequeath, — less wi 



mine 



themselves unnecessarily to danger. On 
iearing, therefore, of the arrival of the noble tra- 
veller from Greece, though still thinking it due to 
myself to follow up my first request of an ex.- 
plaoation, 1 resolved, in prosecuting that object, to 
j adopt such a tone of concihation as should not only 
\ prove my sincere desire of a pacific result, but 
[ show the entire freedom from any angry or resent- 
ful feeling with which I took the step. The death 
j of Mrs. Byron, for some time, delayed ray purpose. 
I But as soon after that event as was consistent with 
decorum, I addressed a letter to Lord Byron, in 
I which, referring to my former communication, and 
expressing some doubts as to its having ever reached 
him, I re-stated, in pretty nearly the same words, 
the nature of the insult, which, as it appeared to 
me, the passage in his note was calculated to con- 
vey. " It is now useless," I continued, " to speak 
of the steps with which it was my intention to foi- 
I low up that letter. The time which has elapsed 
I since then, though it has done away neither the 
! injury nor the feeling of it, has, in many respects, 
I materially altered my situation ; and the only object 
which I have now in writing to your Lordship is to 
■ preserve some consistency with that former letter, 
and to prove to you that the injured feeling still 
exists, however circumstances may compel me to 
be deaf to its dictates, at present. When I say 
■ injured feeling,' let me assure your Lordship, that 
there is not a single vindictive sentiment in my 
mind towards you. I mean but to express that 



MM, MAtr {m%m I OBsder to be) a diaip 
Ekaod, wtitk ^ b^ ■ MB iif ao; fc^ 
U> pare; aoleM ike mhIi be recrsctnl ir 
ftr; Mi wtitK if I «d M« feet. I «horii 
I iLjcjic 6r wane ib^ joor Lordilu^ 




To Ibis letter. Lord Bjrron Fetnrned the foUoiriiig 



■ LnmT3. TO HB. UOORE. 

n Cambridge, October 37. 

"Sir, 

" Your letter followed me from Notts, ti: 
place, which will account for the delay of my reply. 
Your former letter I ne^'er had the honour to re- 
ceive; — be assured, in whatever part of the world 
it had found me, I should have deemed it my duty 
to return and answer it in person. 

" Tlie advertisement you mention, I know nothin| 
of. — At the time of your meeting with Mr. Jeffrey, 

" Finding two dJfTerenl draughts of this letter among nr 
jiaiw™, I cannot be quite certain as to some of the tenoi em 
ployed ; but bave litllo doubt thai the; ate here ^ven cor 
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I had recently entered College, and remember to 
have heard and read a number of squibs on the oc- 
c&eSod ; and from the recollection of these I de- 
rived all my knowledge on the subject, without the 
slightest idea of ' giving the lie ' to an address which 
I never beheld. When I put my name to the pro- 
duction, which has occasioned this correspoudeace, 
I became responsible to all whom it might concern, 
— to explain where it requires explanation, and, 
where insufficiently, or too sufficiently expliciti at 
all events to satisfy. My situation leaves me no 
choice ; it rests with the injured and the angry to 
obtain reparation in their own way. 

" With regard to the passage in question, yo» 
were certainly not the person towards whom I felt 
personally hostile. On the contrary, my whole 
thoughts were engrossed by one, whom I had reason 
to consider as my worst literary enemy, nor could 
I foresee that his former antagonist was about to 
become liis champion. You do not specify what 
you would wish to have done : I can neither retract 
nor apologise for a charge of falsehood which I nevec 
advanced. 

"In the beginning of the week, I shall be at 
No. 8. St. James's Street — Neither the letter noF. 
the friend to whom you stated your intention ever 
made their appearance. 

" Your friend, Mr. Rogers, or any other gentleman 
delegated by you, will find me most ready to adopt 
my conciliatory proposition which shall not com- 

Ue my own honour, — or, failing in that, to 
OS 



I 
I 

I 



make the atonement you deem it nee 
f faquire. 

■ " I have the honour to be. Sir, 

^1 " Your most obedient, humble servant, 



In my reply to this, I commenced by saying A 
hiB Lordship's letter was, upon the whole, as sadaE 
tory as I could expect It contained all that, in d 
strict diploniatiqae of explanation, could be requii 
namely, — that he had never seen the stateni 
which I supposed him wUfiiUy to have contradict! 

— that he had no intention of bringing against B 
any charge of falsehood, and that the objections 
passage of his work was not levelled personally: 
me. This, 1 added, was all the explanation I h 
a right to expect, and 1 was, of course, satisfi 

I then entered Into some detail relative to tl 
transmissionof my first letter from Dublin, — givioj 
as my reason for descending to these minute p 
ticulars, that I did not, I must confess, feel ( 
easy wider the manner in which his Lordship 
noticed the miscarriage of that first application I 
him. 

My reply concluded thus : — " As your Lordslt 
does not show any wish to proceed beyond t 
rigid formulary of explanation, it is not for me 
make any further advances. We Irishmen, 
businesses of this kind, seldom know any medii 
between decided hostility and decided friendship 

— but, as any approaches towards the latter i 
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taative must now depend entirely on your Lordsliip, 
I have only to repeat that I am satisfied with your 
letter, and that I have the honour to be," &c. &c. 

On the following clay I received the annexed re- 
joinder from Lord Byron : — 



' Sir, 



TO MR. MOORE. 

" 8. St. Jamoa'a Street, October 2! 



" Soon after my return to England, my friend, 
Mr. Hodgson, apprised me that a letter for me was 
in his posBOBsion ; but a domestic event hunying 
me from London, immediately afler, the letter 
[which may most probably be your own) is still 
unopened in his keeping. If, on examination of the 
address, the similarity of the handwriting should 
lead to such a conclusion, it shall be opened in 
your presence, for the satisfaction of all parties. 
IMr. H. is at present out of town; — on Friday I 
shall see him, and request him to forward it to my 
iddresB. 

" With regard to the latter part of both your 
letters, until the principal point was discussed be- 
tween us, I felt myself at a loss in what manner to 
reply. Was I to anticipate friendship from one, 
who conceived me to have charged him with false- 
hood ? Were not advances, under such eircum- 
Btances, to be misconstrued, — not, perhaps, by the 
person to whom they were addressed, but by others? 
In my case, such a step was impracticable. If you, 
who conceived yourself to be the offended person, 
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are satisGcd that you had no cause for oReni^H 
will not be difficult to convince me of it. My li 
ation, as 1 have before stated, leaves me no chi^ 
I should have felt proud of your acquaintance, ■ 
it commenced under other circumstances ; 
must rest with you to determine how far ii 
proceed after so auspiciotts a beginning. I have ^ 
honour to be," &c. 

Somewhat piqued, I own, ( 
my efforts towards a more friendly understandii 
— ill-timed as 1 confess them to have been, — w 
received, I hastened to close our correspondet 
a short note, saying, that his Lordship bad a 
me feel the imprudence I was guilty of, in wand^ 
from the point immediately in discussion betn 
us ; and I should now, therefore, only add, tl 
in my last letter, I had correctly stated the 
stance of his explanation, our correspondence might, ' 
from this moment, cease for ever, as with tliat e. 
planalion I declared myself satisfied. 

This brief note drew immediately fi-om I 
Byron the following frank and open-jiea 
reply : — 

LBTTia75. TO MHm MOORE. 

" 8. St. James's Street, October 30. I8I1. ' 

» Sir, 

" You must excuse my troubling you once 
more upon this very unpleasant subject. It would 
be a satisfaction to me, and I should think, to your- 



tl|aelf, that the unopened letter in Mr. Hodgson's pos- 
^BesBion (supposmg it to prove your own) should 
I be returned ' in statu quo ' to the writer ; parti- 
cularly as you expressed yourself' not quite easy 
under the manner in which I had dwelt on its mis- 
carriage.' 

" A few words more, and I shall not trouble you 
further. I felt, and still feel, very much flattered 
by those parts of your correspondence, which held 
out the prospect of our becoming acquainted. If 
I did not meet them in the first instance as per- 
haps I ought, let the situation I was placed in 
be my defence. You have nmo declared yourself 
MotUfied, and on that point we are no longer at 
issue. If, therefore, you still retain any wish to do 
me the honour you hinted at, I shall be most happy 
to meet you, when, where, and how you please, and 
1 presume you will not attribute my 8a3nng thus 
much to any unworthy motive. I have the honour 
to remain," &c 

On receiving this letter, I went instantly to my 
friend, Mr. Rogers, who was, at that time, on a visit 
at Holland House, and, for the lirst time, informed 
him of the correspondence in which I had been en- 
gaged. With his usual readiness to obhge and serve, 
he proposed that the meeting between Lord Byron 
and myself should take place at his table, and re- 
quested of me to convey to the noble Lord his wish, 
that he would do him the honour of naming some 
day for that purpose. The following is Lord Byron s 
answer to the note which 1 then wrote ; — 
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Leitis T6. to mil MOORE. 

L" B. St. James's Street, November 1. 1811 | 
Sir, 

" As I should be very sorry to interrupt yoaf 
Sunday's engagement, if Mondoy, or any other <1«J 
of the ensuing week, would be equally convenioil 
to yourself and friend, I will then have the lionour 
of accepting liis invitation. Of the professions of 
esteem with which Mr. Rogers has honoured tne,I 
cannot but feel proud, though undeserving. I ^ouU 
be wanting to myself, if insensible to the praise 
such a man ; and, should my approacliing intervit 
with him and his friend lead to any degree of inti- 
maey with both or either, I shall regard oiu" pail 
correspondence as one of the happiest events of mj 
life. I have the honour to be, 

ir very sincere and obedient servant, 

" BvHOI 



It can hardly, I think, be necessary i 
reader's attention to the good sense, self- 
and frankness, of these letters of Lord Byron. 1 
had placed him, — by the somewhat national c 
fusion which I had made of the boundaries of pi 
and war, of hostility and friendship, — in a posilii 
which, ignorant as he was of the character of & 
person who addressed him, it required all the ' 
fulness of his sense of honour to guard from si 
or snare. Hence, the judicious reserve with whl 
he abstained from noticing my advances towai 
acquaintance, till he sliould have ascertained exac 
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Wether the explanation which he was willing to 
ive would be such as his correspondent would be 
tatisfied to receive. The moment he was set at 
rest on this point, the frankness of his nature dts- 
ilajed itself; and the disregard of all further medi- 
ir etiquette with which he at once professed 
himself ready to meet me, " when, where, and how " 
[ pleased, showed that he could be as pliant and 
Sonfiding afier such an underetanding, as he had 
teen judiciously reserved and punctilious before it. 

Such did I find Lord Byron, on my first experience 
iT him; and such, — so open and manly-minded, — 
Ud I find him to the last. 

It was, at first, intended by Mr. Rogers that his 
sompany at dinner should not extend beyond Lord 
Syron and myself; but Mr. Thomas CampbeU, 
laving called upon our host that morning, was in- 
cited to join the party, and consented. Such a 
ineeting could not be otherwise than interesting to 
tis all. It was the first time that Lord Byron was 
ever seen by any of his three companions ; while 
he> on his side, for the tirst time, found himself in 
the society of persons, whose names had been asso- 
Insted with his first literary dreams, and to two* of 
hrhom he looked up with that tributary admiration 

• In speaking thua, I beg to disclHim all affected modesty. 
d Bjron bod already made the same distiaction himself in 
|tbe opinions which he expressed of the living poets ; and I 
cuinM but be aware that, for the iiraises which he afterwards 
bestowed on my wtiiings, I was, in a great degree, indebted to 
Us partiality 10 myself. 
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which youthful genius U 
cursors. 

Among llie Impressions which this meeting ISB 
upon me, what I chieSy retnember to hare remaiUl 
was the nobleness of hja air, bis beauty, the genile-l 
nesa of his voice and manoers, and — what wa£,ni-l 
turally, not the least attraction — hia marked kiot I 
ness to myself. Being in mourntng for his mothai I 
the colour, as well of his dress, as of his glos^l 
curling, and picturesque hair, gave more eSed tt I 
the pure, spiritual paleness of his features, m li 
expression of which, when he epoke, there « 
a perpetual play of lively thought, though a 
laocholy was their habitual character when ftj 
repose. 

As we had none of us been apprised of his p 
liarities with respect to food, the embarrassmeatl 
our host was not a little, on discovering that tl 
was nothing upon the table which his noble gi 
could oat or drink. Neither meat, fish, 1 
would Lord Byron touch; and of biscuits andsi 
water, which he asked for, there had been, 1 
luckily, no provision. He professed, howerec, I 
be equally well pleased with potatoes and vineg 
and of these meagre materials contrived to n 
rather a hearty dinner. 

I shall now resume the series of his corresponds 
widi other friends- 
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TO MH. HARNESS. 



r 

^^^^K " S. St. Janiea'a Street, Dec G. 1B11. 

^^^H^ dear Harness, 

I^^B ** I write again, but don't suppose I mean to 

JK %y such B tax on your pen and patience as to ex- 

h pect regular replies. When you are inclined, write ; 

1^ when silent, I shall have the consolation of knowing 
that you are much better employed. Yesterday, 
Bland and I called on Mr. Milter, who, being then 
put, will call on Bland • to-day or to-morrow. I 
jiball certainly endeavour to bring them together. — 
.You are censorious, child; when you are a little 
fdder, you will learn to dislike every body, but 
abuse nobody. 

" With regard to the person of whom you speak, 
your own good sense must direct you. I never 
pretend to advise, being an implicit believer in the 
old proverb. This present frost is detestable. It is 
the first I have felt for these three years, though 1 
longed for one in the oriental summer, when no 

J Buch thing is to be had, unless 1 had gone to the 

J top of HymettuB for it. 

2 "I thank you most truly for the concluding part 
j of your letter. I have been of late not much accus- 

. tomed to kindness from any quarter, and am not the 

I less pleased to meet with it again from one where 1 



" The Hcv. Robert Bland, one of the authors of 
lecdons from tlie Greek AnUiology." Lord Bjron 
tliia tunc, endeavouring to secure for Mr. Bland the task 
Cnuislating Lucien Buonaparte's poem. 
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ha4 known it earliest. I have not changed in d 
my rarablings, — Harrow, and, of course, yoondi 
never left me, and the 

" ' DEiices rHniniscilur Argos ' 

attended me to the very spot to which that t» 
tence alludes in the mind of the fallen Argive.- 
Our intimacy began bel'ore we began to date at A 
and it rests with you to contmue it till the hora 
which must number it and me with the things tlm 

"Do read mathematics. — Ishould think JE'pfwI 
at least as amusing as the Curse of Kehama, xA 
much more intelligible. Master S^ poems wv.ii 
feet, what parallel lines might be — viz. prolongd 
ad infinitum without meeting any thing half 91 ' 
surd aa themselves. 

" Whai n,iws, what news? duoen Oreaca, 
What news of tcribbleis five? 

S , W , C B, I^-d, and L—c ? _ 

All dunn'd, though yeC alive. 

C e is lecturing. ' Many an old fool," said 

Hannibal to some such lecturer, ' but such as thit, 

" Ever yours, &c." 
Lettm78. to mil harness. 

" St. James's Street, Dec 8. ISll 

" Behold a most formidable sheet, ivithout gill 
or black edging, and consequently very vulgar and 
indecorous, particularly to one of your precision; 
but this being Simday, I can procure no better, t 
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jne for its length by not filling it. Bland I 
1 since my last letter ; but on Tuesday 
L me, and will meet M * • e, the epi- 
B of all that is exquisite in poetical or personal 
laccooiplishmenls. How Bland has settled with 
Miller, I know not. I have very little interest with 
■either, and they must arrange their concerns accord- 
ing to ihelr own gusto. I have done my endeavours, 
pt ifotf request, to bring them together, and hope 
Uiey may agree to their mutual advantage. 
I "Coleiidge has been lecturing gainst Campbell. 
K<%erB w.is present, and from him I derive the in- 
brmation. We are going to make a parly to hear 
Ihis Manichean of poesy. Pole is to narry Miss 
kiong, and will be a very miserable dog for alt that, 
iThe present ministers are to continue, and his Ma- 
yesty does continue in the same state; so there 's folly 
Und madness for you, both in a breuth, 
\ "I never heard but of one man truly fortunate, 
land be was Beaumarchais, tlie author of Figaro, 

I who buried two wives and gained three law'suits 
before he was thirty. 
" And now, child, what art thou doing ? Reading, 
J trust I vi ant to see you take a degree. Re- 
member, this is the most importaot period of your 
life ; and don t disappoint your papa and your aunt, 
isnd all your kin — besides myself. Don't you know 
jthat all male ( hildren are begotten for the express 
jPurpose of being graduates? and that even I am an 
, A. M., though how I became so, the Public Orator 
only can resolve. Besides, you arc to be a priest ; 
and to confute Sir William Drummond's late book 



I 
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about tlie Bible, (printed, but not published,) an 
other infidels whatever. Now leave Master 
gig, and Master S.'s Sophies, and become u 
mortal as Cambridge can make you. 

" You see, Mio Carissimo, what a pestilei: 
respondent 1 am likely to become ; but thee 
shall be els quiet at Newstead as you p 
won't dUturb your studies us I do now. ^Vhi 
you fix the day, that t may take you up acco 
to contract ? Hodgson talks of making a t 
our journey ; but we can't stow liim, inside a 
Positively you shall go with me as was agreed 
don't let me have any of yovr politetse V 
occasion, i shall manage to arrange fo 
a little contrivance. I wish H, was not quite i 
and we should pack better. You will want to 
what I am doing — chewing tobacco. 

" You see nothing of my allies, Scrope D 
and Matthews* — they don't suit you; and 
does it happen that I — who am a pipkin 
same pottery — continue in your good 
Good night, — I will go on in the morning. , 

" Dec. 9th. In a morning, I'm alwayl 
and to-day is as sombre as myself. Rain a 
are worse than a sirocco, particularly i 
eating and beer-drinking country. My booksi 
Cawthorne, has just lefl me, and tells me, wi 
moat important face, that he is in treaty for a i 
of Madame D'Arblay's, for which lOOO guinea 
asked 1 He wants me to read the MS. (if he ob 

* The brother of bis \axe friend, Charles Skinnei & 
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h I shall do with pleasure ; but I sliould be 
^cautious in venturing an opinion on her whose 
I.Cecilia Dr. Johnson superintended.* If he lends it 
le, I shall put it into the bands of Rogers and 
I M • * e, who are truly men of taste. I have filled 
the sheet, and beg your pardon; I will not do it 
I shall, perhaps, write again, but if not, 
ii believe, silent or scribbling, that I am, my dearest 
William, ever," &c. 



iLertMTa- TO MR. HODGSON. 
"London, Dec. S. 1811. 
" I seat you a sad Tale of Three Ftiars the other 
||d&y, and now take a dose in another style. 1 wrote 
,it a day or two ago, on hearing a song of former 
days. 



" Away, away, ye n< 



Kf, &c. &c. 



I have gotten a book by Sir W. Drummond, 
_irmted, but not published,) entitled CEdipus Ju- 
'daicuB, in which he attempts to prove the greater 
ipart of the Old Testament an allegory, particularly 
Genesis and Joshua. He professes himself a theist 
ia the preface, and handles the literal interpretation 
very roughly. I wish you could see it. Mr. W " * 



* Lotd Byron i^ here roist^cn. Dr. Johnson never saw 
Cedlia till i[ was in print. A day or two before publication, 
Ibe young autborcs, as I understand, sent tbree copies to tbe 
tbree persons wbo hail tbe beet claim U> Ihem, — ber fatber. 
Bin. Thrale, and Dr. Jobnson. — Second edilion. 

f Tbis poem is now printed in Lord Byron's Works. 
VOL. 11. H 
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has lent it mc, and I confess, to tne it is worth 
Watsons. 

■■ You and Harness must fix od the time for J0 
visit to Newstead ; I can command mine 
wish, unless any thing particular occurs 
interim. Bland dines with me on Tuesday 
Moore. Coleridge has attacked the ' Pleasuresof 
Hope,' and all other pleasures whatsoever 
Kt^erB was present, and heard himself indirect); 
rowed by the lecturer. We are going in a parlj 
hear the new Art of Poetry by this reformed sdifr 
matic ; and were I one of these poetical ii 
or of sufficient consequence to be noticed by fc 
man of lectures, I should not hear him without ft 
answer. For you know, ' an' a man will be 
with brains, he shall never keep a clean doublet' 
C • * will be desperately annoyed. I never saw 
man (and of him I have seen very little) so sensititK 
— what a happy temperament ! I am sorry for it; 
what can lie fear from criticism? I don't know if 
Bland has seen Miller, who was to call on bin 
yesterday. 

" To-day is the Sabbath,— a day I never pM 
pleasantly, but at Cambridge ; and, even there, die 
organ is a sad remembrancer. Things arc stagnant 
enough in town, — as long as tliey don't retrogradft 
'tis dl very well. H » * writes and writes and 
writes, and is an author. I do nothing but eschew 
tobacco. I wish parliament were assembled, thatl 
may hear, and perhaps some day be heard ; — but on 
this point I am not very sanguine. I have many 
plans; — sometimes I think of tlic East again, and 
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f beloved Greece. I am well, but weakly. — 

Serday Kinnaird told loe I looked very ill, an 
sent me home happy. 

• • » « H jg Scrope still interesting aao 
iitTalid? And how does Hiude with his cursed 
cfaemistryp To Harness I have written, and he has 
vrritten, and we liave all written, and have nothing 
now to do but write again, till death splits up the 
pen and the scribbler. 

The Alfred has three hundred and fifty-four 
candidates for six vacancies. The cook !iag run 

f and left us liable, which makes our committee 
^eiy plaintive. Master Brook, our head serving- 

, has the gout, and our new cook is none of the 

SiesC I speak from report, — for what is cookery to 

leguminous- eating ascetic? So now you know as 

nuch of the matter as I do. Books and quiet are 

■till there, and they may dress their dishes in their 

way for mo. Let me know your determination 

J Newstead, and believe me, 

" Yours ever, MnaioSv." 

;ttib80. to MR. HODGSON, 

" 8. St. James's Streei, Dec. 12. 1811. 

Why, Hodgson I I fear you have left off wine 
me at the same time, — I have written and 
written and written, and no answer ! My dear Sir 
Edgar, water disagrees with you, — drink sack and 
write. Bland did not come to his appolntroent, 
being unwell, but M"*e supplied all other vacancies 
: delectably. I have hopes of his joining us at 
H 2 
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ikLngs combined, put me out of huipour with him 
^Bd all mankind. The latter part of »iy life has 
^heen a perpetual struggle against afiWctiuns which 
" Indiittered the earliest portion ; and though I flatter 
"■■LyBelf I have in a great measure conquered ,lJl em, 
•"jet there are moments (and this was one)' wh'en I 
"rim BB foolish as formerly. I never said so "much 
''liefbre, nor had I said this now, if I did not suspect 
of having been rather savage in my letlier, 
wish to inform you thus much of the cause. 
Twi know I am not one of your dolorous gentlemen: 
let us laugh again. 
" Yesterday I went with Moore to Sydenham to 
lit Campbell. * He was not visible, bo we jogged 
leward, merrily enough. To-morrow I dine with 
1 am to hear Coleridge, who is a kind of 
at present. Last night I saw Kemble in Co- 
he was glorious, and exerted himself 
■onderfuUy. By good luck I got an excellent place 
in the best part of the house, which was more than 
overflowing. Clare and Delawarre, who were there 
on the same speculation, were less fortunate. I saw 
by accident, — we were not together, I wished 

On this occasion, anoUier of titc noble poet's peculiarities 
■what Btartlingly, introduced to my notice. When 
w« were on the point of i^ettiog out {ram hia lodgings in St. 
Jnocs's Street, it being then about mid-day, he said to the 
•mant, who was shutting the door of the vis-i-via, " Have 
jou put in the pistols ? " and was answered in the affltrnatiTe. 
I Xt was difficult, — more especially, taking into account the dr- 
Cunstances under which we had jubt become acquainted, — to 
' keep fi^tn smiling at tliia singular noon-day precaution. 
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I— gelfish and distrustful. I except none. The 

- j-,_jie of this is the state of society. In the world, 

N everyoneis to stir for himself — it is useless, perhaps 

' selfish, to expect any thing from his neighbour. But 

I do not think we are bom of this disposition ; for 

you find JricTidship as a schoolboy, and hoe enough 

before twenty. 

" I went to see • • ; he keeps me in town, where 
I don't wish to be at present. He is a good man, 
but totally without conduct. And now, my dearest 
William, I must wish you good morrow, and remain 
ever, most sincerely and affectionately yours," &c. 

From the time of our first meeting, there seldom 
dapsed a day that Lord Byron and I did not see 
each other ; and our acquaintance ripened into in- 
timacy and friendship with a rapidity cf which I 
have seldom known an example. I was, indeed, 
lucky in all the circumstances that attended my 
first introduction to him. In a generous nature like 
his, the pleasure of repairing an injustice would 
naturally give a zest to any partiality I might have 
inspired in his mind ; while the manner in which I 
had sought this reparation, free as it was from re- 
sentment or defiance, left nothing painful to re- 
member in the transaction between us, — no com- 
promise or concession that could wound self-love, or 
take away from the grace of that frank friendship to 
which he at once, so cordially and so unhesitatingly, 
admitted me. I was also not a little fortunate in 
forming my acquaintance with him, before his suc- 
cess had yet reached its meridian hurst, — before 

H 4 
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the triumphs that were in store for him had brougU 
the world all in homage at his feet, and, among the 
splendid crowds that courted his society, even claiiiii 
less humble tjion mine had but a feeble chance li 
fixing his regard. As it wasi the new scene of life 
that opened upon him with his Buccess, insteadflf 
detaching us from each other, only multiplied on 
opportunities of meeting, and increased our intimacy. 
In that society where his birth entitled him to mwa 
circumstances had already placed me, notwitlistani- 
ing mine; and when, after tlie appearance of" Childe 
Harold," he began to mingle with the world, tbe 
same persons, who had long been mt/ intimates and 
friends, became his ; our visits were mostly to die 
same places, and, in the gay and giddy round of) 
London spring, we were generally (as in one of Iw 
own letters he expresses it) " embarked in the saioe 
Ship of Fools together." 

But, at the time when we first met, his position 
in the world was most solitary. Even those coffee- 
house companions who, before his departui'e fion 
England, had served him as a sort of substitute fot 
more worthy society, were either relinquished « 
had dispersed ; and, with the exception of three at 
four associates of his college days (to whom he 
appeared strongly attached), Mr. Dallas and hit 
solicitor seemed to he the only persons whom, even 
in their very questionable degree, he could boast of 
as friends. Though too proud to complain of ihii 
loneliness, it was evident that he felt it ; and tbst 
the state of cheerless isolation, " unguidcd and un- 
led," to which, on entering into manhood, be 
und himself abandoned, was. one of the chiel 
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sources of tbat resentful disdain of mankind, which 
even their subsequent worship of him came too 
late to remove. The effect, indeed, which his 
subsequent commerce with society had, for the 
short period it lasted, in softening and exhila- 
rating his temper, showed how fit a soil his 
heart would have been for the growth of all the 
kindlier feelings, had but a portion of this sunshine 
of the world's smiles shone on him earlier. 

At the same time, in all such speculations and 
conjectures as to what mighl have been, under more 
&vDurable circumstances, his character, it is inva- 
riably to be borne in mind, that his very defects 
were among tlie elements of his greatness, and that 
t of the struggle between the good and 
evil principles of his nature that his mighty genius 
drew its strength. A more genial and fostering 
introduction into life, while it would doubtless have 
softened and disciplined his mind, might have im- 
paired its vigour; and the same influences that 
^To uld have difiiised smoothness and happiness over 

||£fe might have been fatal to its glory. In a short 
a of bis*, which appears to have been produced 

F'Athens, (as I find it written on a leaf of the 
^ginal MS. of Childe Harold, and dated " Athens, 
1811,") there are two lines which, though hardly 
intelligible as connected with the rest of the poem, 
may, taken separately, be interpreted as implying a 
sort of prophetic consciousness that it was out of 
the wreck and ruin of all his hopes the immortality 
ne was to arise. 

" Written beneath the picture of " 
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■' Dear object of defeated cue. 

Though now of love and thee bereft. 
To reconcile me with deapur, 

Thine image and my lean ore leA. 
'Til uid with sorrow Time can cap^ 

But (Iiis, I feel, can ne'er be true ; 
For, Iiji lie deatk-hlou: of my hope. 

My MemoTT/ immorial grtvi I " 

We frequently, during the first months of o 
acquaintance, dined together alone ; and as we h 
no cluh, in common, to resort to, — the Alfred 
being the only one to which he, at that periodi 
belonged, and 1 being then a member of n 
Watier's, — our dinners used to be eitliei 
St. Alban's, or at his old haunt, Stevens's. Though 
at times he would drink freely enough of claret, he 
alill adhered to his system of abstinence in food- 
He appeared, indeed, to have conceived a nodm 
that animal food has some peculiar influence o 
cliaracter ; and I remember, one day, as I sat (^ 
posite to him, employed, I suppose, rather eamestlj 
over a beef-steak, after watching me for a few 
seconds, he said, in a grave tone of enquiry, - 
" Moore, don't you find eating beef-steak makes you 
ferocious ? " 

Understanding me to have expressed a wish Id 
become a member of tlie Alfred, he very good- 
naturedly lost no time in proposing me as a candi- 
date ; but as the resolution which I had then nearly 
formed of betaking myself to a country life r 
dered an additional club in London superfruou^ I 
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J to beg that he would, for the present, at 

; withdruvr my name; aad his answer, thouj^h 

ining little, being the firet familiar note he 

t honoured me with, I may be excused for feel- 

I ing a peculiar pleasure in inserting it. 

I.ETm82. TO MR. MOORE. 

" December 11. 1811. 

" My dear Moore, 

" If you please, we will drop our former mono- 
syllables, and adhere to the appellations sanctioned 
Ivy our godfathers and godmothers. If you make it 
a point, I wiU withdraw your name ; at the same 
lime there is no occasion, as I liave this day post- 
poned your election ' sine die,' till it shall suit your 
wishes to be amongst us. I do not say this from 
any awkwardness the erasure of your pro[)osal would 
occasion lo me, but simply such is the state of the 
case ; and, indeed, the longer your name is up, the 
stronger will become the probability of success, 
and your voters more numerous. Of course you 
will decide — your wish shall be my law. If my 
zeal has already outrun discretion, pardon me, and 
attribute my officiousness to an excusable motive. 

" I wish you would go down with me to New- 
Eiead. Hodgson will be there, and a young friend, 
named Harness, the earliest and dearest I ever had 
from the third form at Harrow to this hour. I can 
jiromise you good wine, and, if you like shooting, a 
uuBor of 4000 acres, Ares, books, your own free 



I 
I 



will, and my own very indifferent company. 'Bil 
nea, vina"*.' 

" Hodgson will plague you, I fear, with verse:- 
for my own part I will conclude, with Martial, 'i 
recitabo tibi ;' and surely the las£ inducement 
not the least. Ponder on my proposition, and be- 
lieve me, my dear Moore, yours ever, 

" Byron.' 

Among those acta of generosity and fi-iendship 
by which every year of Lord Byron's life was 

nalised, there is none, perhaps, that, for its 
peculiar seasonableness and delicacy, as well a 
the perfect worthiness of the person who was 
object of it, deserves more honourable mei 
than that which I am now about to record, and 
which took place nearly at the period of which 1 
am speaking. Tlie friend, whose good fortune 
it was to inspire tlie feeling thus testified, " 
Mr. Hodgson, the gentleman to whom so many 
the preceding letters are addressed ; and as it woa 
be unjust to rob him of the grace and honour d 
being, himself, the testimony of obligations s 
nal, I shall here lay before my readers an extract 
from the letter with which, in reference to a pu- 
sage in one of his noble friend's Journals, he ha 
favoured me. 

" I feel it incumbent upon me to explain the ci^ 
cumstances to which this passage alludes, however 
private their nature. They are, indeed, calculatei! 
to do honour to the memory of my lamented friend 
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[aving become inTolved, unfortunately, 



diffi- 



ulties and embarrassments, I n 



id from Lord 



•Byron (besides former pecuniary obligations) assigt- 
jBnce, at ihe time in question, to the amount of a 
['thousand pounds. Aid of such magnitude was 
: equally unsolicited and uoexpected on my part; 
' but it was a long-cherished, though secret, purpose 
{ of my friend to afford that aid ; and he only waited 
for the period when he thought it would be of most 
service. His own words were, on the occasion of 
conferring this overwhelming favour, ' I always in- 
tended to do it.' " 

Durbg all this time, and through the months of 
January and February, his poem of " Chitde Harold" 
was in its progress through the press ; and to the 
(changes and additions which he made in the course 
of printing, some of the most beautiful passages of 
I the work owe their existence. On comparing, in- 
I deed, his rough draft of the two Cantos with the 
finished form in which they exist at present, we 
I sre made sensible of the power which the man ai 
genius possesses, not only of surpassing others, but 
; of improving on himself. Originally, the " little 
Page " and " Yeoman " of the Childe were intro- 
. duced to the reader's notice in the following tame 
stanzas, by e:<panding the substance of which into 
their present light, lyric shape, it is almost needless 
to remark how much the poet has gained in variety 
and dramatic effect : — 

" And of his train ihcrc was n henchman page, 
A peasant boy, wlio senM his master weU ; 
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Ami ofien would Ha pnuiksome prate engage 
Childe Burun's * ou-, Kbea bis praud heart did swt 
Witli sullen IhougbU thU be dkduo'd lo lelL 
Then would ho Bmile on Mm, and Alwin -f uniled, 
When Bughl that from his young lips archly fell, 
The gloomy film from Harold's eye beguiled. . . 

" Him and one yeoman only did he lake 
To travel eastward lo a for countrie : 
And, though the bay was giieycd to leave tbe lake. 



With hope of foreign ni 



ungs right innrtellous to se^ 



From Msndeville 



In place of that mournful song " To Inea," in tM 



I 



first Canto, which 
touches of sadness that 
he had, in the original 
been so little fastidious 
such ordinary sing-song 



some of the dreartesl 
his pen ever let (A 
of the poeiB, 

to content himself with 

the following : — 



• If there could be any doubt as to his intention of deline- 
ating himself in las hero, this adoption of the old Normis 
name of his family, whidi he seems to have at first content' 

+ In the MS. the names " Robin " and " Rupert " had been 
Eucces^vely inserted here and scratched out aguiu. 
t Here the manuscript is illegible. 
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^^r It hu not been your lot to ste, 

Like me, the loyel; girl of CatUz, 
Although her eye bo not of blue. 

Nor fair her locks, like English lasses," &c. &•:■ 

There were also, originally, several stanzas full 
of direct personality, and some that degenerated 
into a style still more familiar and ludicrous than 
that of the description of a London Sunday, which 
BtiU disfigures the poem. In thus mixing up the 
light with the solemn, it was the intention of the 
poet to imitate Ariosto. But it is far easier to rise, 
with grace, from the level of a strain generally 
familiar, into an occasional short burst of pathos or 
ilendour, than to interrupt thus a prolonged tone 
solemnity by any descent into the ludicrous or 
!Eque.' In the former case, the transition 
have the effect of softening or elevating, while, 
latter, it almost invariably shocks ; — for the 
reason, perhaps, that a trait of pathos or high 
comedy, has a peculiar charm ; while 
intrusion of comic scenes into tragedy, however 
sanctioned among us by habit and authority, rarely 
fails to offend. The noble poet was, himself, con- 
vinced of the failure of the experiment, and in 
none of the succeeding Cantos of Childe Harold 
repealed it. 

Of the satiric parts, some verses on the well- 

* Among the aetnowledged blemishea of Milton's great 
pociQ, is his abrupt tratisitiun, in this manner, into an imitation 
of Arioalo'a stjle, in the " Paradise of Fools." 



known traveller, Sir John Carr, m^ supply n 
at least, a harmless specimen : — 




'< Te, wbo would more of Spain and Spaniards knoit, 
Sights, saints, antique, arts, anecdotes, and war. 
Go, hie ye hence la Patwnoslcr Row, — 
Are they not written in the boke of Can? 
Green Erin's Knigbl, and Europe's wandering Mar 
Then listen, readers, (o the Man of Ink, 
Hear what he did, and sought, and wrote alai: 
All these are coop'd n-iihin one Quarto's brink. 

This borrow, stial (cloii'l buy), and tell us what yon think.' 

Among those passages which, in the courae d 
revisal, he introduced, like pieces of " rich ioUjr' 
into the poem, was that fine stanza — ■ 

" Yet if, as holiest med have deem'd, there be 
A land of souls beyond that sable shore," Sec. 

through which lines, though, it must be confessed 
a tone of scepticism breathes, (as well as in dMK 

" Yen, — I will dream that we may meet again," ) 

it is a scepticism whose sadness calls far more d* 
pity than blame ; there being discoverable, even 
through its very doubts, an inuate warmth of piety, 
which they had been able to obscure, but not to 
chill. To use the words of the poet himself. In « 
note which it was once bis intention to affix W 
these stanzas, " Let it be remembered that the 
spirit they breathe is desponding, not sneering 
Bcepticism," — a distinction never to be lost 
of; as, however hopeless may be the conversion of 
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ffing infidel, he who feels pain in douLting 

s Btill alive within him the seeds of belief. 

At the same time with Childe Harold, he had 
three other works in the press, — his " Hints from 
Horace," " The Curse of Minerva," and a fifth 
edition of " English Bards and Scotch Reviewers." 
The note upon the latter poem, which had been 
the lucky origin of our acquaintance, was witii- 
drawn in this edition, and a few words of explana- 
tion, which he liad the kindness to submit to my 
peruEoI, Buhstituted in its place. 

In the month of January, the whole of the two 
Cantos being printed off, some of the poet's friends, 
and, among others, Mr. Rogers and myself, were so 
tar favoured as to he indulged with a perusal of the 
sheets. In adverting to this period in his " Memo- 
randa," Lord Byron, I remember, mentioned, — as 
one of the ill omens which preceded the publi- 
cation of the poem, — that some of the literary 
friends to whom it was shown expressed doubts 
of its success, and that one among them had told 
him " it was too good for the age." Whoever may 
have pronounced this opinion, — and I have some 
suspicion that I am myself the guilty person, — the 
age has, it must be owned, most triumphantly 
refiited the calumny upon its taste which the re- 
mark implied. 

It was in the hands of Mr. Rogers I first saw the 
Bheeta of the poem, and glanced hastily over a few 
ot the stanzas which he pointed out to me as 
beautifuL Having occasion, the same morning, to 
write a note to Lord Byron, I expressed strongly 
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the admiration which this foretaste of his work hsd 
excited in me ; and the following is — as &r ai 
relates to literary matters — the answer I received 
from him. 



LcttirSS. to MR. MOORE. 

January S9. 1818. 



« 



" My dear Moore, 

" I wish very much I could have seen you; I 
am in a state of ludicrous tribulation. « ♦ ♦ 

" Why do you say that I dislike your poesy? I 
have expressed no such opinion, either in print or 
elsewhere. In scribbling myself, it was necessarj 
for me to find fault, and I fixed upon the trite 
charge of immorality, because I could discover no 
other, and was so perfectly qualified in the inno- 
cence of my heart, to * pluck that mote from my 
neighbour's eye.* 

" I feel very, very much obliged by your appro- 
bation ; but, at this moment, praise, even your 
praise, passes by me like ^ the idle wind.' I meant 
and mean to send you a copy the moment of pub- 
lication ; but now I can think of nothing but 
damned, deceitful, — delightful woman, as Mr. 
Liston says in the Knight of Snowdon. Believe 
me, my dear Moore, 

" Ever yours, most affectionately, 

« Byron." 

The passages here omitted contain rather Am 
amusing an account of a disturbance that had just 



LIFE OF LORD BYRON. 115 

irred in the establishment at Newstead, in con- 
i of the detected misconduct of one of tlie 
lid-servantB, who had been supposed to stand 
[lather too high in the favour of her master, and, by 
itiie airs of authority which she thereupon assumed, 
,had disposed all the rest of the household to regard 
!her with no very charitable eyes. The chief actors 
in the strife were this sultana and young Rushtont 
and the first point in dispute that came to Lord 
Byron's knowledge (though circumstances, far from 
creditable to the damsel, afterwards transpired) 
wa^ whether Rushton was bound to carry letters 
to " the Hut " at the bidding of this female. To 
episode of such a nature I should not have 
bought of alluding, were it not for the two rather 
curious letters that follow, which show how gravely 
and coolly tJie young lord could arbitrate on such 
an occasion, and with what considerate leaning to- 
wards the servant whose fidelity he had proved, in 
preference to any new liking or fancy by which it 
nii^t be suspected he was actuated towards the 
f>ther. 

>B4. TO ROBERT RUSHTON. 



Though I have no objection to your refusal to 
carry letters to Mealey's, you will take care that the 
letters are taken by Spero at the proper time. I 
have also to observe, that Susan is to be treated 
■with civility, and not insulted by any person over 
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whom I have the Bmallest control, or, indeed, lij 
aay oat whatever, while I have the power to proUd 
her. 1 am truly sorry to have any subject of cm 
plaint against you; t have loo good an opimosd 
you to think I shall have occasion to repeat it, i!U 
the care I have taken of you, and my favourable ii* 
tentions in your behalf. 1 see no occasion for iSj 
communicationwhateverbetween^uandthei 
and wish you to occupy yourself in preparing' ii 
the situation in which you will be placed. 
common sense of decency cannot prevent you &« 
conducting yourself towards them -with rudenesfcl 
should at least hope that your oum intemt, isi 
regard for a master who has never treated you wift 
unkindness, will have some weight. Yours, &c. 

" Bykos 

" P. S. — I wish you to attend to your anthraait 
to occupy yourself in surveying, measuring, Hi 
making yourself acquainted with every partiote 
relative to the land of Newstcad, and you will vriN 
t«i me one Utter every week, that I nnay kno 
you go on," 



Lett.1l 85. TO ROBERT EUSHTON. 

" S. Sc JamCB's Street, January SS. IflU 

" Your refiisal to carry the letter was 
subject of remonstrance ; it was not a part of yt* 
business ; but the language you used to the girl <"> 
(as she stated it) highly imnroner. 
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" You say that you also have something I- 



a of; then state it t< 



C very unfair, and very contrary to my 
' " e question. 



lediately; it would 



"jlfit to hear both sides of tt: 



' If any thing lias passed between you fiefiwe or 
Bmce my last visit to Newstead, do not be a&aid lo 
mention it, 1 am sure you would not deceive me, 
though s/ie would. Whatever it is, i/ou shall be 
forgiven. I have not been without some suspicions 
on the Gubjeet, and am certain that, at your time of 
life, the blame could not attach to you. You will 
not eoruniU any one as to your answer, but write to 
ipe immediately. I shall be more ready to hear 
. vhat you have to advance, as I do not remember 
ever to have heard a word from you before against 
any human being, which convinces me you would 
not maliciously assert an untruth. There is not any 
who can do the least injury to you while you 
let yourself properly. I shall expect your 
'er immediately. Yours, &c. 

" Byron." 

B was after writmg these letters that he came to 
wledge of some improper levities on the part 

e girl, in consequence of which he dismissed 
md another female servant from Newstead; and 

trongly he allowed this discovery to affect hig 
t will be seen in a subsequent letter to Mr. 



I 



* 



LhtebBG. to MR. HODGSON, 

" ti. Si. James's Street, February 16. 1819. 

■' Dear Hodgson, 

" I send you a proof. Last week I was very ill 
ind confined to bed with stone in the kidney, but I 
im now quite recovered. If the stone had got iata 
my heart instead of my kidneys, it would have been 
alt the better. The women are gone to their rela- 
es, after many attempts to explain what was 
already too clear. However, I have quite recovered 
that also, and only wonder at my folly in excepting 
1 strumpets from the general corruption, — 
albeit fl two months' weakness is better than lea 
years. I have one request to make, which is, never 
a woman again in any letter to me, or even 
allude to the existence of the sex, I won't even 
read a word of the feminine gender ; — it must all lie 
' propria quee maribus.' 

" In the spring of 1813 I shall leave England for 
ever. Every thing in my affairs tends to this, ( 
my inclinations and health do not discourage it 
Neither my habits nor constitution are improved by 
your customs or your climate. I shall find employ- 
meiit in making myself a good Oriental Bcholar, I 
shall retain a mansion in one of the fmrest island)) 
and retrace, at intervals, the most interesting p 
tions of the East. In the mean time, I am adjusting 
my concerns, which will (when arranged) leave me 
with wealth sufficient even for home, but enough fi>r 
a principality in Turkey. At present they are m 



uy but ^H 
louse is ^^M 



rvolTed, but I hope, by taking some Decessary 
unpleasant 8tepB, to clear every thing. Hobhouse 
expected daily in London ; we shall be very glad to 
see him ; and, perhaps, you will come up and ' drink 
deep ere he depart," if not, ' Mahomet must go to 
the mountain;' — but Cambridge will bring sad re- 
collections to him, and worse to me, though for very 
difierent reasons. I believe the only human being 
that ever loved me in truth and entirely was of, or 
belonging to, Cambridge, and, in that, no change 
can now take place. TTiere ia one consolation in 
death — where he sets his seal, the impression can 
neither be melted nor broken, but endureth for ever. 
" Yours always, B." 

Among those lesser memorials of his good nature 
and mindfulness, which, while they are precious to 
those who possess them, are not unworthy of admir- 
ation from others, may be reckoned such letters 
the following, to a youth at Eton, recommending 
another, who waa about to be entered at that school, 
to his care. 

LftteiBT. to master JOHN COWELL. 

" 8. Si. Jamca's Street, February 12. 1S12. 

" My dear John, 

" You have probably long ago forgotter 
writer of these lines, who would, perhaps, be ui 
J) recognise yourself, from the difference which 
roust naturally have taken place in your stature a; 
appearance since he saw you last. I have been 
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ubiing through Portugal, Spain, Greece) 
for Bome years, and have found so m 

return, that it would be very unfair not to ■ 
that you should have had your share of alt 
and improvement with the rest. I write to 
a favour of you ; a little boy of eleven yt 

I of Mr. * •, my particular friend, is about 

ne an Etonian, and I should esteem any 
protection or kindness to htm as an obligat 
nyself ; let me beg of you ihen tg take 
notice of him at first, till be is able to slilft to 
self. 

I was happy to hear a very favourable 
of you from a schoolfellow a few weeks 
should be glad to learn that your family are as 

wisli them to be. 1 presume you 
upper school ; — as an Etonian, you will look down 
upon a HarrmD man ; but I never, even in mj 
boyish days, disputed your superiority, whidi I 
once experienced in a cricket match, where I had 
the honour of making one of eleven, who wen 
beaten to their hearts' content by your college a 
07K innings. 

" Believe me to be, with great truth," &c. 4& 

On the 27th of February, a day or two before 
tlie appearance of Childe Harold, he made the £nl 
trial of bis eloquence in the House of Lords; andil 
was on this occasion he had the good fortune to be- 
come acquainted with Lord Holland, — an acquatot' 
ance no less honourable than gratifying to both, M 
having originated in feelings the most generouti 






f our nature, a ready forgiveness of in- 
side, and a frank and unqualified 
P^lKCoiiement for them, on the other. The subject of 
^lebate was the Nottingham Frame-breaking Bill, 
kSwad, Lord Byron having mentioned to Mr, Rogera 
Rftmis intention to take a part in the discussion, a com- 
^naunication was, by the intervention of that gen- 
^■Clemani opened between the noble poet and Lord 
AKoUand, who, with his usual courtesy, professed 
Wbimaetf ready to afford all the information and advice 
K-in his power. The following letters, however, will 
best explain iheir first advances towards acquaint- 
*■' Bnce. 



^t 



TO MR. ROGERS. 



tm-: " My dear Sir, 

■ ( " With my best acknowledgments to Lord Hol- 

■m land, I have to offer my perfect concurrence in the 
lb propriety of the question previously to be put to 
pb ministers. If their answer is in the negative, I 
I shall, with liis Lordship's approbation, give notice of 
P a motion for a Committee of Enquiry. I would also 
gladly avail myself of his most able advice, and any 
information or documents with which he might be 
pleased to intrust me, to hear me out in the state- 
ment of facts it may be necessary to submit to Che 

" From all that feii under my own observation 
during my Christmas visit to Newstoad, 1 feel con- 
vinced that, if cojiciliatory measures axe not very 
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won adopted, the most unhappy consequence 

be apprehended. Nightly outrage and daily A 
dacion are already at their height, and not onljli 
masters of frames, who are obnoxious on aci 
their occupation, but persons in no degree co 
with the maleconteniB or their oppressors, m 
to insult and pillage. 

" 1 am very much obliged to you for the ti 
you have taken on my account, and beg you toT»B 
lieve me ever your obliged and sincere," 

Lrrrenea. TO LORD HOLLAND. 

" B. Sl James's Street, February 25. 1811 

" My Lord, 

" With my best thanks, I have the honourit 
return the Notts, letter to your Lordehip. I hm 
read it with attention, but do not think I shall tM^ 
ture to avail myself of its contents, as my Tieit <t 
the question differs in some measure from Bfc. 
Coldham's. I hope I do not wrong him, but Ut 
objections to the bill appear to me to be founded 
certain apprehensions that he and his coadjuton 
might be mistaken for tlie 'original advisers' (» 
quote him) of the measure. For my own part, 1 
consider the manufacturers as a much injured body 
of men, sacrificed to the views of certain 
who have enriched tliemselves by those practice* 
which have deprived the frame-workers of employ- 
ment. For instance ; — by the adoption of a certaio 
kind of frame, one man performs the work of seven 
— six are thus thrown out of business. But it is tc 
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be observed that tbe work thua done is far iDferior 
in quality, hardly marketable at liome, and hurried 
over with a view to exportation. Surely, my Lord, 
however we may rejoice in any improvement in the 
arts which may be beneficial to mankind, we must 
not aUow mankind to be sacrificed to improvements 
in mechanism. The maintenance and well-doing of 
the industrious poor is an object of greater conse- 
quence to the community than the enrichment of a 
few monopolists by any improvement in the imple- 
ments of trade, which deprives the workman of 
his bread, and renders the labourer " unworthy of 
his hire," My own motive for opposing the bill is 
founded on its palpable injustice, and its certain 
inefficacy. I have seen the state of these miserable 
im^i, and it is a disgrace to a civilised country, 
iTheir excesses may be condemned, but cannot be 
laulgect of wonder. The effect of the present bill 
Imiuld be to drive them into actual rebellion. The 
few words I shall venture to offer on Thursday will 
be fbimded upon these opinions formed trom my own 
observations on the spot. By previous enquiry, I 
■m convinced these men would have been restored 
to employment, and the county to tranquillity. It is, 
perhaps, not yet too late, and is surely worth the 
trial. It can never be too late to employ force in 
ludi circumstances. I believe your Lordship does 
Dot coincide with me entirely on this subject, and 
Oiost cheerfully and sincerely shall I submit to your 
BOperior judgment and experience, and take some 
other line of argument against the bill, or be silent 
Udtogetber, should you deem it more advisable. Con- 
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} demning, as every one must coDiIemn, the ctindad 
of these wretches, I believe in the exieteDcc of 
grievances which call rather for pity than punish- 
ment. I have the honour to be, with great respect. 
my Lord, your Lordship's 

" Most obedient and obliged servant, 

" BXROV. 

" p. S. I am a little apprehensive that your 
I Lordship will think me too lenient towards these 
[ men, and haii a Jramebreaier mi/self." 

It would have been, no doubt, the ambition gf 
Lord Byron to acquire distinction as well in oratoij 
as in poesy ; but Nature seems to set herself against 
pluralities in fame. He had prepared himself fot 
this debate, — as most of the best orators have done, 
in their first essays, — not only by composing, bot 
writing down, the whole of his speech beforeliaaA 
The reception he met with was flattering ; some of 
the noble speakers on his own side complimented 
him very warmly ; and that he was himself highly 
pleased with his success, appears from the annexed 
account of Mr. Dallas, which gives a lively notun 
of his boyish elation on the occasion. 

" Wlien he left the great chamber, I went a 
met him in the passage ; he was glowing with suc- 
cess, and much imitated. I had an umbrella in 
right hand, not expecting that he would put out tiii 
hand to me ; — in my haste to take it when oSered, 
I had advanced my left hand — 'WhatI' said he. 
♦give your friend your left hand upon such an oc- 
casion?' I showed the cause, and immediatel/ 
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changing the umbrella to the other hand, I gave him 
rtiy right hand, which he shook and pressed warmly. 
He was greatly elated, and repeated some of the 
complimeats which had been paid him, and men- 
tioned one or two of the peers who had desired to 
be mtradueed to him. He concluded with saying, 
that he had, by his speech, given me the best ad- 
vertisement for Childe Harold's Pilgrimage." 

The speech itself, as given by Mr, Dallas from the 
noble speaker's own manuscript, is pointed and vi- 
gorous ; and the same sort of interest that is felt in 
reading the poetry of a Burke, may be gratified, 
perhaps, by a few specimens of the oratcy of a 
Byron. In the very opening of his speech, he thus 
lintroduces himself by the melancholy avowal, that 
fa that assembly of his brother nobles he stood 
almost a stranger. 

" As a, person in some degree connected with the 
^Buffering county, though a stranger not only to this 
House m general, but to almost every individual 
Wtose attention I presume to solicit, I must claim 
pome portion of your Lordships' indulgence." 
r The following extracts comprise, I think, the pas- 
mages of most spirit : — 

I " When we are told that these men are leagued 
together, not only Jbr the destruction of tbeir own 
eomfort, but of their very means of subsistence, can 
*Fe forget that it is the bitter poHcy, the destructive 
mr&re, of tlie last eighteen years which has de- 
xbtiyed their comfort, your comfort, all men's com- 
ftft; — that policy which, originating with 'great 
'statesmen now no more,' has survived the dead to 
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become a curse on the living, unto the third and 
fourth generation ! These men never destroyed their 
looms till they were become useless, — worse iitm 
useless ; till they were become actual impediments 
to their exertions in obtaining their daily bread. 
Can you then wonder that, in times like these, wh» 
bankruptcy, convicted frauds and imputed felony, 
are found in a station not far beneath that of your 
Lordships, the lowest, though once most useful, 
portion of the people should forget their duty in 
their distresses, and become only less guilty than one 
of their representatives? But while the exalted 
offender can find means to baffle the law, new capital 
punishments must be devised, new snares of dea& 
must be spread for the wretched mechanic who is 
famished into guilt. These men were willing to dig, 
but the spade was in other hands : they were not 
ashamed to beg, but there was none to relieve 
them. Their own means of subsistence were cut off; 
all other emplojrments pre-occupied ; and their ex- 
cesses, however to be deplored or condemned, can 
hardly be the subject of surprise. 

" I have traversed the seat of war in the Penin- 
sula ; I have been in some of the most oppressed 
provinces of Turkey; but never, under the most 
despotic of infidel governments, did I behold such 
squalid wretchedness as I have seen since my 
return, in the very heart of a Christian country. 
And what are your remedies ? After months of in- 
action, and months of action worse than inactivity, 
at length comes forth the grand specific, the never- 
failing nostrum of all state physicians from the days 
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_) Draco to the present time. After feeling the 

!, and shaking tlic head over the patient, pre- 

g the usual course of warm water acd bleed- 

j — the warm water of your mawkish police, and 

lancets of your military — these convulsions 

t tenninate in death, the sure consummation of 

} prescriptions of all political Sangrados. Setting 

1 palpable injustice and the certain in- 

leDcy of the bill, are there not capital punish- 

nts sufHcicnt on your statutes ? Is there not 

1 enough upon your penal code, that more must 

K poured forth to ascend to heaven and testify 

you? How will you carry this bill into 

Can you commit a whole county to their 

I prisons ? Will you erect a gibbet in every 

^d, and hang up men like scare-crows ? or will you 

^ed (as you must, to bring this measure into 

meet,) by decimation ; place the country under 

1 law ; depopulate and lay waste all around 

1, and reEtore Sherwood Forest as an acceptable 

rown in its former condition of a royal 

ji asylum for outlaws ? Are these the 

; a starving and desperate populace? 

jUTill the famished wretch who has braved your 

i be appalled by your gibbets ? When 

a relief, and the only relief it appears that 

rou. will afford him, will he be dragooned into tran- 

piillity? Will that which could not be effected 

r grenadiers, be accomplished by your ex- 

Jecutioners ? If you proceed by the forms of law, 

(where is your evidence ? Those who refused to 

hmpeach their accomplices, when transportation only 
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•■ me,) was Sm 
and Scotch Reviewera.* 
■liii not care about poetry, (vr. 
WT bat Oat poem of mine,) I 
Ibf and other symptoms, 1 sh 
if I would but take to speatim 
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S short time I lived in England after my majority 

bIj about five years in all), prevented me from 

:he experiment. Aa far as it went, it wai 

nt discouraging, particularly my ^rst Bpeech (I 

ike three or four times in all) ; but just after it, my 

n of Childe Harold waa published, and nobody 

r thought about my ^rose aflerwarda, nor indeed 

it became to me a secondary and neglected 

Meet, though I sometimes wonder to myself if I 

lUd have succeeded," 

His immediate impressions with respect to tlie 
.s of Ills first speech may be collected from a 
tter addressed soon after to Mr. Hodgson. 



1 " 8, Si. Jumes's Streel, March 5. 1812. 

i;« My dear Hodgson, 

» " We are not answerable for reports of speeches 
1^ the papers; they are always given incorrectly, and 
ima this occasion more so than uaiial, from the debate 
WK the Commons on the same night. Tlic Morning 
Ivdst should have said eighteen years. However, you 
Mill find the speech, as spoken, in the Parliamentary 
(t^egister, when it comes out. Lords Holland and 
f Crenville, particularly the latter, paid me some high 
f compliments in the course of their speeches, aa you 
( xaay have seen in the papers, and Lords Eldon and 
J Harrowby answered rae. I have had many marvel- 
I ]ous eulogies repeated to me since, in person and by 
I' proxy, from divers persons ministerial — yea, mints- 

VOL. II. K 
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tthal! — as weU t» oppautiiuusta ; of them 1 
only nunition Sir F. Burden. He tays it 
»pe«c:!i bv a U/rd strax the '■ t^trd kua 
probubly tram ;i ieilow^eliug in the i 
Lord IL ti^ mt; I sliall beat them all if I 
Mkl Lord G. remurkeil chat the ctmatractioii 
<£ my periods are very like Hurie's I ! And 
6x vanitT. I spoke Tery vialent serttence 
■ort lit' modest impudeace, abused e«eiy 
every body, and put the Lord Chancellor 
out of humour ; and if I may believe what 
have Dot lost any character by the experimeDL 
to my delivery, loud und lluent enough, perbapl ■ 
little iheatricaL 1 could cot recognise myseli' ta mf 
ooe eUe in the newspapers. 

" My poesy comes out on Saturday. Hubhouse ■ 
here; I shall tell him to write. My stone is gcM 
for the present, but I fear is part of my habit, ffe 
off talk of a visit to Cambridge. 

" Yours ever. B." 

Of the same date as the aboii'e is the fotloniiil 
letter to Lord Holland, accompanying a copy ofli^ 
new publication, and written in a tone that camHt 
fail to give a high idea of bis good feeling and oift- 

Lem»91. TO LORD HOLLASD. 

" St. James's Sueet, Much 5. 18!* 

" My Lord, 

" May I request your Lordship to accept acopf 
thing which acconipanies this note ~ 
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.|^e already so (iilly proved tlie truth of the first 
e of Popes couplet, 

" ' Forgiteness to tlie injured doth belong,' 

1 1 long for an opportunity to give the lie to the 

i that follows. If I were not perfectly con- 

inced that any thing I may have formerly utteretl 

9 the boyish rashness of my misplaced resentment 

i made as little impression as it deserved to make, 

■ should hardly have the confidence — perhaps your 

idship may give it a stronger and more appro- 

teiate appelktiun — to send you a quarto of the 

me scribbler. But your Lordship, I am sorry to 

:o-day, is troubled with the gout; if my 

)ok can produce a lauff/t against itself or the author, 

it will be of some service. If it can set you to sleep, 

e benefit will be yet greater ; and as some facetious 

personage observed half a century ago, that ' poetry 

is a mere drug,' I offer you mine as a humble as- 

Imstant to the ' eau mgdicinale.' I trusi; you will 

this and all my other buSboneries, and be- 

e to be, with great respect, 

" Your Lordship's obliged and 

" Sincere servant. 



It was within two days af\er his speech in tl 
House of Lords that Childe Harold appeared*; 

* To his sisier, Mn. Leigh, one of tlie first presentati 
cx^ies WBs Bcnt, with the foUoniag inscription in it : - 
" To Augusta, irj dearest aster, and toy beat friend, v 
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bikI the impression which it produced ugxni ill 
public was as instanlaneous as it has proved ie^ 
and lasting. The permanence of such sue 
genius alunc could secure, but to its instant 
enthusiastic burst, other causes, besides the moi 
of the work, concurred. 

There are those who trace in the peculiar d» 
racter of Lord Byron's genius strong feature) i 
relationsiiip to the times in which he lived; 
think that the great events which marked the dm 
of the last century, by giving a new impulse 
men's minds, by habituating them to the daring id 
the free, and allowing full vent to " tlie flash td 
outbreak of fiery spirits," had led naturally to fli 
production of such a poet as Byron ; and that k 
was, in short, as much the child and representalR! 
of the Revolution, in poesy, as another great nani 
the age, Napoleon, was in statesmanship andwarfin 
Without going the full length of this notion, itiSl 
at least, be conceded, that the free loose which hid 
been given to all the passions and energies of ibc 
human mind, in the great struggle of that peiioi 
tt^elher with the constant spectacle of such »■ 
tounding vicissitudes as were passing, almost d^ 
on the theatre of the world, had created, in ifi 
minds, and in every walk of intellect, a taste fi» 
strong excitement, which the stimulants supjdied 
from ordinary sources were bsufficient to gntti^i 
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— that a tame deference to established authoritieE 
had fallen into disrepute, no less in literature than 
• in politics, and that the poet who should breathe 
'Into his songs the fierce and passionate spirit of the 
.1^, and assert, untrammelled and imawed, the high 
dominion of genius, would be the most sure of an 
audience toned in sympathy with his strains. 
' It is true that, to the licence on religious subjects, 
'which revelled through the first acts of that tremen- 
jdous drama, a disposition of an opposite tendency 
bad, for some time, succeeded. Against the wit of 
the scoffer, not only piety, but a better taste, re- 
volted; and had Lord Byron, in toucliing on such 
libemcB in Childe Marold, adopted a tone of levity 
pr derision, (such as, unluckily, he sometimes af^r- 
■Tttrds descended to,) not all the originality and 
beauty of his work would have secured for it a 
prompt or imcontested triumph. As it was, how- 
ever, the few dashes of scepticism with which he 
iarkened his strain, iar from checking his popularity, 
•ere among those attractions which, as I have said, 
independent of all the charms of the poetry, acce- 
lerated and heightened its success. The religious 
feeling that has sprung up through Europe since the 
Fk«nch revolution — -like the political principles that 
lave emerged out of the same event^in rejecting 
kD the licentiousness of that period, have preserved 
Imch of its spirit of freedom and enquiry; and, 
Hnong the best iruits of this enlarged and enlightened 
piety is the liberty which it disposes men to accord 
to the opinions, and even heresies, of others. To 
JterBons thus sincerely, and, at the same time, to- 
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lonadf, devout. tl>e spec^ade of a great mm 
&tt«fBjT(ia, labouring in the eclipse of ue;' 
omU aat be Mhenrise than an object of il^J 
mIom mIcenaL If they had already ha^ 
ft «M to (bobt, theiiiselve&, they would ^'""^ 
!■ Am viA nMunful sympathy ; wliUci ^ 
Ac V^ifri hann of faith, they would 
ftf «■ iae who v^s still a wanderer. 
«nii« miimim migbt be his views at ^'^ 
■IM ibiii Trir rirmnirTnnrrn in his chara*^^ »P 
tec Am gBnabope of better thoughts yet ^4^ ^ 
^•B Ih. Fraoi bit to^tersnieDt and youth^ «^ '1 
«HMWblfeic«r dm be was yet hardened ft- f 
> — " M i u. «mI «s, fiw a heart wounded like his, U? ^ 
«M. ibey knew, but one irae source of conaolaB^^ 
M it WW hoped that the l»ra of truth, so appue^ < 
a ll be wrote, would, one daj, enable 1^ l^ 
AMliL ^ 

AiMxher, and not the least of those causes whid 

OMk-urred with the intrinsic claims of his geniuitt 

fKK an impulse to the tide of success that iW 

lb««d upon him, was, unquestionably, the pan- 

kanty of his personal history and charscter. Then 

bMt Uffn, in his very first introduction of himself » 

itM )Miblii\ a sufficient portion of singularity [o ex 

«iH •tnwg attention and interest. While ail other 

jWrtba ot' talent, in bis high station, are heralded 

uiki hio bv the applauses and anticipations of a btft 

U young Byron stood forth alone, uiMa- 

1 by either praise or promise, — the rme- 

of an ancient house, whose name, longlatf 

awny solitudes of Newstead, seem^ tt 



^«just awakened from the sleep of half a century 
' fclB person. The circumstances that, in succes- 
s followed, — the prompt vigour of his reprisals 
1 the assailants of his fame, — his disappearance, 
r tiliis achievement, from the scene of his triumph, 
it deigning even to wait for the laurels which 
*a.«3 earned, and hiiS departure on a far pilgrimage, 
s he left to chance and fancy, — all these 
s^sive incidents had thrown an air of adventure 
I the character of the young poet, which pre- 
. liis readers to meet iialf-way the impressions 
s genius. Instead of finding him, on a nearer 
fall short of their imaginations, the new fea- 
of his disposition now disclosed to them far 
ent, in peculiarity and interest, whatever they 
Sil*t have preconceived; while the curiosity and 
"pathy, awakened by what he suffered to transpire 
■ tis history, were still more heightened by the 
^ttery of liis allusions to mucli that yet remained 
j#''^);ttDld, The late losses by death which he had 
^^Klutained, and which, it was manifest, he most deeply 
^ ^ourned, gave a reality to the notion formed of him 
i^^fey his admirers which seemed to authorise them in 
i^^^^s^ning still more ; and what has been said of the 
^"poet Young, that he found out the art of " making 
W^ the public a party to his private sorrows," may be, 
^ with infinitely more force and truth, applied to Lord 

^ On that circle of society with whom he came im- 

. . piediately in contact, these personal influences acted 

.tfith increased force, from being assisted by others, 

* Trbich, to female imaginations especially, would hav« 



I 



) tS12. 



r LOHD BYRON, 



137 



^uinnk inferior to his own such a charm could opcr- 
^Ste; but this very speech is, in itself, a proof, that 
|» fa no class whatever is the advantage of being noble 
1^ Store felt and appreciated than among nobles them- 
t • BdvcB. It was, also, natural that, in that circle, the 
^ admiratioD of the new poet should be, at least, 
h quickened by the consideration that he had sprung 
it up among themselves, and that their order had, at 
1^ l^igth, produced a man of genius, by whom the 



m arrears of contribution, long due irom them to 



the 



treasury of English literature, would be i 
Ailly and splendidly dischai^ed. 

Altogether, taking into consideration the various 
points I have here enumerated, it may he asserted, 
that never did there exist before, and it is most pri> 
bable never will exist again, a combination of such 
vast mental power and surpassing genius, with so 
many other of those advantages and attractions, by 
which the world is, in general, dazzled and capti- 

Led. The effect was, accordingly, electric; — his 
had not to wait for any of the ordinary grada- 
dons, but seemed to spring up, lilie the palace of a 
feiry tale, in a night. As he himself briefly described 
it in his memoranda, — "I awoke one morning and 
found myself famous." The first edition of his work 
was disposed of instantly ; and, as the echoes of its 
reputation multiplied on all sides, " Chijde Harold" 
and " Lord Byron" became the theme of every 
tongue. At his door, most of the leading names of 
the day presented themselves, — some of them 
persons whom he had much wronged in his Satire, 
but who now forgot their resentment in generous 
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admiration. From morning till night the most ftfl 
tering testimonies of his success crovv-dcd bis tabl^-fl 
fi^im the grave tributes of the etatesman and itm 
philosopher down to (what flattered him still tamM 
the romantic billet of some isKognita, or the presafl 
note of invitation from some fair leader of fashial 
and, in place of the desert which London bad bdl 
to him but a few weeks before, he now not afl 
saw the whole splendid mterior of High Life thi«fl 
open to receive him, but found himself, amon^fl 
illustrious crowds, the most distingui^slied objecl^l 
The copyright of the poem, which was purclu^| 
by Mr. Murray for 600/., he presented, in the i^| 
delicate and unostentatious manner, to Mr. Dall^| 
saying, at the same time, that he " never wdfl 
receive money for his writings;" — a refiolution/^H 
mixed result of generosity and pride, which be aflfl 
wards wisely abandoned, though borne out byoR 
example of Swiftf and Voltaire, the latter of wh<ni 
gave away moat of his copyrights to Prault aoJ 
other booksellers, and received books, not money, 
for those he disposed of otherwise. To his young 
friend, Mr. Harness, it had been hia intention, il 

• " After spesking to him of the sale, luid settling the nW 
edition, I said, ' How can I posablj tliink of this rapid air, 

aud (tie profits iikelj to ensue, without recoUectiiig — ' ■ Wlnl? 

— ' Think what sum your work may produce^' — ' I shall bs 
rgoiced, and wish it doubled and treLled; but do not talk ti> 
me of money. I never will receiie money for my writings.'" 
— Dalhs's SecoSfcliMtl- 

t In » letter to Pulteney, 12th May, 1735, Switl sap, " I 
a got a fartliing for any tiling I writ, eitew once." 



fitet, to dedicate the work, but, on further consider- 
l^ltioD, he relinquished hie design; and in a letter to 
^|tat gentleman (which, with some others, is un- 
■jBKtunateiy lost) alleged, as his reason for this 
^Uoge, the prejudice which, he foresaw, some parts 
"SF llie poem would raise against himself, and his 
J^ lest, by any possibility, a share of the odium 
J^ight so far extend itself to his friend, as to injure 
3|im in the profession to which he was about to 
^evote himself. 

. Not long after the publication of Childe Harold, 
tbe noble author paid me a visit, one morning, and, 
put^g a letter into my hands, which he had just 
Eeceived, requested that I would undertake to ma- 
Pinge for him whatever proceedings it might render 
Necessary. This letter, I found, had been delivered 
EO him by Mr. Leckie (a gentleman well known by 
B work on Sicilian affairs), and came from a once 
active and popular member of the fashionable world, 
Ctdonel Greville, — its purport being to require of 
his Lordship, as author of" English Bards," &c., such 
reparation as it was in his power to make for the 
fajury which, as Colonel Greville conceived, certain 
passages in that satire, reflecting upon his conduct 
as manager of die Argyle Institution, were calcu- 
lated to inflict upon his character. In the appe^ of 
the gallant Colonel, there were some expressions of 
rather an angry cast, which Lord Byron, though 
fiilly conscious of the length to which he himself 
had gone, was but little inclined to brook, and, on 
my returning the letter into his hands, he said, " To 
such a letter as that there can be but one sort of 
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He agreed, however, to trust the 
entirely to my discretion, and I had, shortly ilta, 
an interview with the friend of Colonel GreviHft 
By this gentleman, who waa then an utter straagtr 
to me, I was received with much courtesy, andei^ 
every disposition to bring the affair intruGted 
an amicable iesue. On my premising that the VM 
of his friend's letter stood in the way of negotiotin 
and that some obnoxious expressions which it cot 
tained must be removed before I could proceed 
smgle step towards explanation, he most readill 
consented to remove this obstacle. At his requetl 
I drew a pen across the parts I considered obj»- 
tionable, and he undertook to send me the leUtf 
re-written, next morning. In the mean time I re- 
ceived from Lord Byron tlie following paper for mj 
guidance : — 

« With regard to the passage on Mr, Way's Ion, 
no unfair play was hinted at, as may be seen by re- 
ferring to the book ; and it is expressly added thil 
the managers were ifftiorajit of that transaction, ii 
to the prevalence of play at the Argyle, it cannot be 
denied that there were hilliards and dice; — Lord B. 
has been a witness to the use of both at the Ai^te 
Rooms. These, it is presumed, come under the 
denomination of play. If play be allowed, the Pre- 
sident of the Institution can hardly complain of 
being termed the ' Arbiter of Play,' — or what be- 
comes of his authority ? 

" Lord B. has no personal animosity to Colond 
Greville. A public institution, to which he hunsetf 
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L WOE a subscriber, he considered himself to have a 

^r^jht to notice pttblkli/. Of that institution Cotfrnd 

GreviUe was the avowed director;— it is too late to 

enter into the discussion of its merits or demerits. 

" Lord B. must leave the discussion of the repar- 
ation, for the real or supposed injury, to Colonel G.'s 

friend, and Mr. Moore, the friend of Lord B 

b^ging them to recollect that, while they consider 
Colonel G.'s honour, Lord B. must also maintain his 
own. If the business con be settled amicably, Lord 
B> will do as much as can and ought to be done by 
a man of honour towards conciliation; — if not, he 
must satisfy Colonel G. in the manner most condu- 
cive to hia furtlier wishes." 

In the morning I received the letter, in its new 
form, &om Mr. Leckie, with tlie annexed note. 

« My dear Sir, 

"I foundmy friend very ill in bed; he has, how- 
ever, managed tfi copy tlie enclosed, with the alter- 
ations proposed. Perhaps you may wish to see me 
ia the morning; I shall therefore be glad to see you 
any time till twelve o'clock. If you rather wish me 
to call on you, tell me, and I shall obey your sum- 
iDOitB. Yours, very truly, 

" G. T. Lkckie." 

With such facilities towards pacification, it is 
atmost needless to add that there was but little 
delay in settling the matter amicably. 

While upon this subject, I shall avail myself of the 
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opportunity which it affbrds of extracting an amufii^ 
account givtn by Lord Byron himself of some aSitt 
of this description, in wl)ich he was, at dilTnat 
times, employed as mediator. 

" I have been called in as mediator, or second,* 
least twenty times, in violent quarrels, and hw 
always contrived to settle the business without 
promising llie honour of the parties, or leading [ha 
to mortal consequences, and this, too, 
very difficult and delicate circumstances, and haviif 
to deal with very hot and haughty spirits, — Irifr 
men, gamesters, guardsmen, captains, and coroetsi'i 
horse, and the like. This was, of course, b nj 
youth, when I lived in hot-headed company. Ihwt 
had to carry challenges from gentlemen to noWe 
men, from captains to captaitia, from lawyers 
counsellors, and once from a clergyman to an ~ 
in the Life Guards ; but I found the latter by 
most difficult,— 

" ' 10 compose 
The bloody duel without blows," — 

the business being about a woman : I must b 
too, that I never saw a woman behave so ill, like t 
cold-blooded, heartless b — as she was, — but verj 
handsome for all that. A certain Susan C * * wM 
she called. I never saw her but once ; and thil 
was to induce her hut to say two words (whicli in 
no degree compromised herself), and which wottU 
have had the effect of saving a priest or a lieutenaiil 
of cavalry. She would not say them, and i 
* nor myself (the son of Sir E. N • •, 
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.d to one of the parties,) could prevail upon her 
a&j them, though both of us used to deal in 
: with woinankind. At last I managed to 
JDiet the combatants without her talisman, and, 1 
o her great disappointment: she was the 
■ximedeBt b — that I ever saw, and I have s^en a 
jreat many, Tliough my clergyman was sure to 
e either his life or his living, he was as warlike 
the Bishnp of Beauvais, and would hardly be 
tBCified; but then he was in love, and that is a 
partial passion." 
However disagreeable it was to find the conse- 
lences of his Satire thus rising up against him in 
hostile shape, he was far more embarrassed in 
ose cases where the retribution took a Iriendly 
rm. Being now daily in the habit of meeting 
ipd receiving kindnesses from persons who, either 
themselves, or through their relatives, had been 
irounded by his pen, he felt every fresh instance of 
oourtesy from such quarters to be, (as he some- 
thc strong language of Scripture, ex- 
pressed it,) like " heaping coals of fire upon his 
rie was, indeed, in a remarkable degree, 
•ensitive to the kindness or displeasure of tliose he 
lived with ; and had he passed a life subject to the 
immediate influence of society, it may be doubted 
whether he ever would have ventured upon those 
unbridled bursts of energy in which he at once de- 
monstrated and abused his power. At the period 
when he ran riot in his Satire, society had not yet 
caught him within its pale ; and in the time of hia 
Cains and Don Juans, he had again broken loose 
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from it. Hence, his instinct towards a 
tude and independence, as the true elemeot II 
strength. In hie own domain of imagination li 
could defy the whole world ; while, in real 116,1 
frown or smile could rule him. The facility iri 
which he sacrificed his first volume, at the m 
Buggeetion of hia friend, Mr. Bechcr, is a bWH 
proof of this pliableness ; and in the inslaoce i 
Childe Harold, such influence had the opinion! i 
Mr. GifFord and Mr. Dallas on his mind, lliUk 
not only shrunk from his original design of idendip 
ing himself with his hero, but surrendered lo da 
one of his most favourite stanzas, whose hetBradoj 
tliey had objected to : nor is it too much, perb^ 
to conclude, that had a more extended fonsif 
such influence then acted upon him, he would bw 
consented to omit the sceptical parts of his poa 
altc^ether. Certain it is that, during the ff 
mainder of his stay in England, no such doctrina 
were ever again obtruded on his readers; aod ii 
all those beautiful creations of his fancy, 
which he brightened that whole period, keepsf 
the public eye in one prolonged gaze of admiratim 
botJi the bitterness and the licence of his impetuou 
spirit were kept eiFectually under control, tit 
world, indeed, had yet to witness what he *a 
capable of, when emancipated fi^m this restranl 
For, graceful and powerful as were his flights whiie 
society had still a hold of him, it was not tiU Id 
loose from the leash that he rose into the true re- 
gion of his strength ; and though almost in propff- 
tion to that strength was, too frequently, his abusi 



LIFE OF LOBD BTRON. 



145 



are the very excesses o 
inpoasible, even while W' 



gr^t sa magnificent 
I energy, that it is 
Aondemn, not to admire. 

The occasion by which I have been led into 
these remarks, — nameiy, his sensitiveness oa the 
subject of his Satire, — is one of those instances 
that show how easily his gigantic spirit could be, if 
not held down, at least entangled, by the small ties 
of society. The aggression of which he had been 
'guilty was not only past, but, by many of those 
'most injured, forgiven; and yet, — highly, it must 
;be allowed, to the credit of his soeiai feelings, — 
the idea of living familiarly and friendlily with per- 
OODS, respecting whose character or talents there 
were such opinions of his on record, became, at 
length, insupportable to him ; and, though far ad- 
vanced in a fifth ediiion of " English Barda," &c., 
I he came to the resolution of suppressing the Satire 
I altogether ; and orders were sent to Cawthom, the 
I publisher, to commit the whole impression to the 
|. fianiea. At the same time, and irom similar mo* 
I tives, — aided, I rather think, by a friendly remon- 
strance irom Lord Elgin, or some of his connections, 
— the " Curse of Minerva," a poem levelled against 
that nobleman, and already in progress towards 
publication, was also sacrificed ; while the " Hints 
from Horace," though containing far less personal 
satire than either of the others, shared their fate. 

To exemplify what I have said of his extreme 
sensibility, to the passing sunshine or clouds of the 
society in which he lived, I need but cite the fol- 
lowing notes, addressed by him to his friend Mr. 
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William Bankes, under the t^preheDeion that tm] 
gentleman was, for some reason or other, & 
pleased with him. 

K. TO MR. WILLIAM BANKES. 

" Apia aa mi 
** My dear Bankes, 

" I feel rather hurt (not eavagely) at ^ 
speech you made to me last night, and my hope ii 
that it was only one of your prtifane jests. I ^uU 
be very sorry that any pari of my behaviour shwld 
give you cause to suppose that I think higher uf 
myself, or otherwise of you than I have fi-wsfi 
done. 1 can assure you that I am oa much til 
humblest of your servants as at Trin. ColL; andil 
I have not been at home when you favoured me 
with a call, tlie loss was more mine than yours, b 
the bustle of buzzing parties, there is, there can bt, 
no rational conversation; hut when I can enjoy it 
there is nobody's I can prefer to your own. Be- 
lieve me ever faithfully and most affectionately 



LETTzaga. TO ME. WILLL\M BANKES. 

" -My dear Bankes, 

" My eagerness to come to an explanation 
has, I trust, convinced you that whatever my un- 
lucky manner might inadvertently be, tlie change 
was as unintentional as (if intended) it would haTe 
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J been ungrateful. I really was n h 

} while wc were together, I had ev n d u h a 
■ prices ; that we were not so much ah h 

i.company as I could have wished, 1 w 11 kn w b 
I think so acute an observer as your f mu ha 
'perceived enough to eeplain this, w thout sup 
posing any slight to one in whose o y I ha e 
pride and pleasure. Recollect that I d n al ud 
here to ' extended ' or ' extending ' acquaintances. 
but to circumstances you will understand, I think, 
on a little reflection. 

" And now, ray dear Bankes, do not distress me 
by supposing that I can think of you, or you of me, 
otherwise than I trust we have long thought. You 
lold me not long ago that my temper was improved, 
snd I should be sorry that opinion should be re- 
voked. Believe me, your friendship is of more 
account to me than all those absurd vanities in 
which, I fear, you conceive me to take too raucli 
interest. I have never disputed your superiority, 
or doubted (seriously) your good will, and no one 
shall ever ' make mischief between us' without the 
sincere regret on the part of your ever affec- 
tionate, &c. 

" P. S. I shall see you, I hope, at Lady Jersey's. 
Hobhouse goes also." 

In the month of April he was again tempted to 
try his success in the House of Lords ; and, on the 
motion of Lord Donoughmore for taking into con- 
sideration the claims of the Irish catholics, de- 
livered his sentiments strongly in favour of the 
L 2 
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propoBition. His dbplay, on tills 
to have been less promUing than in his firBl e^ 
His delivery was thought niouthiag and iheatrid 
being infected, 1 take tor granted (having oen 
heard him epeak In I'art lament), with the 
chanting tone that disfigured his recitati 
poetry, — a lone contracted at most of the poliiii 
schools, but more particularly, perhaps, at Hamnr, 
and encroaching just enough on the boundariai' 
song to offend those cars most hy which sosji 
best enjoyed and understood. 

On tlie subject of the negotiations for a cliaiigi 
of ministry which took place during this seisiw,' 
find the following anecdotes recorded in his doK- 
book: — 

" At the opposition meetbg of die peers » 
1812, at Lord (jrenville'a, when Lord Grey and 1« 
read to ub ihe correspondence upon Moira's negf 
tiation, I sate next to the present Duke of Grafton, 
and said, ' What is to be done next ? ' — ' Wab 
the Duke of Norfolk' (who was snoring away neir I 
ub), replied he : ' I don't think the negotiators haw 
left any thing else for us to do this turn." ' 

" In the debate, or rather discussion, afterward 
in the House of Lords upon that very question,! 
sate immediately behind Lord Moira, who was ei- 
tremely annoyed at Grey's speech upon the subjecl; 
and, while Grey was speaking, turned round to me 
repeatedly, and asked me whether I agreed witb 
him. It was an awkward question to me who had 
not heard both sides. Moira kept repeating to me, 
' It was not so, it was bo and so," &c. I did not 
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know very well what to think, but I sympathised 
with the acutenesE of his feeliags upon the subject." 

The subject of the CathoHc claims was, it is well 
known, brought forward a second time this session 
by Lord Wellesley, whose motion for a future con- 
sideration of the question was carried by a majority 
of one. In reference to this division, another rather 
amusing anecdote is thus related. 

" Lord ••affects an imitationof two very different 
Chancellors, Thurlow and Loughborough, and can 
indulge in an oatli now and then. On one of the 
debates on the Catholic question, when we were 
either equal or within one (I forget which), I had 
been sent for in great haste to a ball, which I quitted, 
I confess, somewhat reluctantly, to emancipate five 
millions of people. I came in late, and did not go 
immediately into the body of the House, but stood 
just behind the woolsack. * * turned round, and, 
catching my eye, immediately said to a peer, (who 
had. come to him for a few minutes on the woolsack, 
as is the custnm of his friends,) ' Damn them ! 
theyllhaveit now, — byG-dl the vote that is just 
oome iu will give it them.' " 

During all this time, the impression which he had 
produced in society, both as a poet and amun, went 
on daily increasing ; and the facility with which he 
gave himself up to the current of fashionable life, 
and mingled in all the gay scenes tlirough which it 
led, showed that the novelty, at least, of this mode 
of existence had charms far him, however he might 
estimate its pleasures. That sort of vanity which is 
almost ingeparafale from genius, and wUid\ coi\&i&\% 

L 3 




K^wsiSBd ao scnvdMit with dte i 
m cntenamed of hnn, was tbe result p 
B, Bid panlj, perfa^K, cf ihat lore of e 
a to whidi the poetics] c 
I DitacsQy led. Nothing, indeed, could bs J 
more amnsiitg and deligfatfiil than the contrast which ' 

s aflerwards, when we were alone, [ 
seated to his proud reserve is the brilliaat circle we j 
had just left. It was like the burstiog gaiety ol 
boy let loose from school, and seemed as if d 
was no extent of fun or tricks of which he « 
not capable. Finding him invariably thus 
together, I often rallied him 
"inomy tone of bis poetry, as assumed ; 1 
^^ nt answer was (and I soon ceased to doubt i 



jtB truth), that, though thus merry and fiiU of 
nbughter with those he hbed, he was, at heart, one 
%f the most melancholy wretches in existence. 
7 Among the numerous notes which I received from 
Aim at this time, — some of them relating to our 
aOBDt engagements in society, and others to matters 
mow better forgotten, — I shall select a few that 
MB showing hig haunts and habits) may not, perhaps. 
Be Qninteresting. 

[ " Match 25. 1B12. 

j " Know all men by these presents, that you, 
Thomas Moore, stand indicted — no — invited, by 
■pecial and particular solicitation, to Lady C. L " * 's 
to-morrow evening, at half-past nine o'clock, where 
you will meet with a civil reception and decent en- 
itertwnment. Pray, come — I was so examined after 
'you this morning, that 1 entreat you to answer in 
i person. 

" Believe me," &c 

" Friday noon. 

" I should have nnswered your note yesterday, 
but I hoped to have seen you this morning. I must 
consult with you about the day we dine with Sir 
Francis. I suppose we shall meet at Lady Spencer's 
to-night. I did not know that you were at Miss 
Berry's the other night, or I should have certainly 
gone there. 

" As usual, I am in all sorts of scrapes, though 
none) at present, of a martial description. 

" Believe me," Sec 

L i 
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nonces or i 



" I am too proud of being your friend to ca 
whom I am linked in your estimation, and, Gi 
knowE, I u'Biit friends more at this time than it 
other. I am 'taking care of myself ti 
purpose. If you knew my Bituetioa in ever; pj 
of view you would excuse apparent and uc 
neglect. I ehall leave town, I thiiik; but di 
you leave it without seeing me. I wish you, fit 
my soul, every happiness you can wish yourself;*!' 
1 think you have taken the road to secure it. ' 
be with you ! 1 fear she has abandoned me. 



" On Monday, after sitting up all night, I si 
lingham launched into eternity •, and at threfi 
same day J saw * * * launched into the c 

• He had tuken a window opposite for Che purpose, u 
(ccompanicd on the DCCMion by his old schoolfellow! 
Builcy And Mr^ Jahn Madocks. Tht^y went together^ 
same asumbly, and, on their airiiing at the spot, tboatM 
o'clock in the morning, not finding the house Ibat waafT 
ceive them open, Mr. Madocks undertook to rouse the ian 
while Lord Byron nnd Mr. BBiley sauntered, arm fn snn, >^' 






curted. Seeing on i 
door, Lord Byron, wi 
her s few shillings : 
lenlly pushed away 
laughter, began ti 



ifortunste ' 



in lying an the steps of > 

! eipression of compassioti, i^ferd 
steud of accepting them, she vio- 
id, and, starting up with a yeli dt 
if his gait. He diil 



lord; but " I could feci," said Mr. Baile;, 
m trembling within mine, as we left her." 



] 



ive, in the beginning of June, I sliall be 
for a few days in Notts. If so, I shall beat 
' ea passant ' witli Hobhouse, who is endea- 

, ({, like you and every body else, to keep me 

. «t of Bcrapes. 

**" Inetint to have written you a long letter, but 1 
^ I cannot. If any thing remarkable occurs, you 

fhear it from me — if good ; if bad, there are 
ty to tell it. Id the mean time, do you be happy. 
" Ever yours, &c. 
P. S. — My best wishes and respects to Mrs. • •; 
^ sbe is beautiful. I may say so even to you, for I 
trer was more struck wi ' 



Among the tributes to his fame, this spring, it 
lould have been mentioned that, at some evening 
wrty, he had the honour of being presented, at that 
^al personage's own desire, to the Prince Regent. 
The Regent," says Mr. Dallas, " expressed his ad- 
iiration of Childe Harold's Pilgrimage, and con- 
IDued a conversation, which so fascinated the poet, 
btat bad it not been for an accidental deferring of 
tte next levee, he bade fair to become a visiter at 
'arlton House, if not a complet 
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After tills wise prc^ostic, the writer 
called on him on the morning for which dif 
had becti appobted, and fot 
court Euit of clothes, with his fine black 
powder, which by no means suited his 
1 was surprised, as he had not told me tbat 
go to court ; and it seemed to me as if h 
it necessary to apologise for his intention, 
serving thai he could not in decency but 
tlie Regent had done him die hoDour to say' 
hoped to sec him soon at Carlton House.' 

In the two letters that fallow we find his owiv 
count of the introduction. 

LETm94. TO LORD HOLLAND. 



" My dear Lord, 

" I must appear very ungratefid, and have, 
deed, been very negligent, bat till last night lii^ 
not apprised of Lady Holland's restoration, anJt 
shall call to-morrow to liave the satisfaction, I tiM 
of hearing that she is well. — I hope that neilia] 
politics nor gout have assailed your Lordship sinctl' 
last saw you, and tliat you also are ' as well as cooll 
be expected.' 

" The other night, at a ball, I was preseuteJ bf 
order to our gracious Regent, who honoured me <rilll 
some conversation, and professed a predilection fill 
poetry. — I confess it was a most unexpected honour. 

and I thought of poor B s's adventure, wid 

lome apprehension of a similar blunder. I have no* 
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^t hope, in the event of Mr. Pye's decease, of 
ferbling truth at court," like Mr. Mallet of in- 
lerent memory. — Consider, one liundred marks 
fear 1 besides the wine and the disgrace ; but 
m remorse would make me drown myself in my 
t» butt before the year's end, or the finishing of 
1^ first dithyrambic. — So that, aflcr all, I shall not 
bditate our laureate's death by pen or poison. 
. " Will you present my best respects to Lady 
tolland? and believe me hers and yours very sin- 

My" 

tl^e second letter, entering much more fully into 
te particulars of this interview with Royalty, was 
i' answer, it will be perceived, to some enquiries 
hich Sir Walter Scott (then Mr. Scott) had ad- 
'eBsed to him on the subject ; and the whole ac- 
tint reflects even still more honour on the Sovereign 
mself than on the two poets. 

l.rrrEB95. TO SIR WALTER SCOTT, BART. 

•' St. James'a Street, July 6. 1812. 

Sir, 

" I have just been honoured with your letter. 
-I feel sorry that you should have thought it 
jrth while to notice the ' evil works of my nonage,' 
the thing is suppressed voluntarily, and your ex- 
anation is too kind not to give me pain. The 
rtire was written when I was very young and very 
igry, and fully bent on displaying my wrath and 
ly wit, and now I am haunted by the ghosts of my 



I 
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wholesale assertions. I cannot Eufficientlj tbi 
for your praise! and now, waving myself, 
talk to you of ihe Prince Regeat. He on} 
to be presented to liim at a ball ; and afl 
•ayings peculiarly pleaaing froni royal lipa. 
own attempts, he talked to me of you and 
niortalities : he preferred you to every bard pot) 
present, and asked which of your works plesMdi 
most. It was a difficult question, 
thought tlie " Lay." He said his own opmioa 
nearly similar. In speaking of the others, ~ 
him that I thought you more particularly 
of Princes, aa (Aey never appeared more I 
than in ' Marmion ' and the ' Lady of 
He was pleased to coincide, and to dwell 
scription of your Jameses as no less royal it* 
poetical. He spoke alternately of Homer and y(i» 
self, and seemed well acquainted with both ; 
(with the exception of the Turks and your 
servant) you were in very good company. I (fc^ 
Murray to have exaggerated his Royal HighaaA 
opinion of your powers, nor can I pretend 
merate all he said on the subject ; but it mayg« 
you pleasure to hear that it was conveyed in languift 
which would only suffer by my attempting to tc 
scribe it, and witli a tone and taste which gave 
a very high idea of his abilities and accompliit 
tnents, which I had hitherto considered 
to manners, certainly superior to those of any liraj 
ffentknum. 

" This interview was accidental. I never went » 
(he levee ; for having seen the courts of MusaubnW 
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itholic sovereigns, my curiosity was Bufficientiy 
1 ; and my politics being as perverse as my 
R, I had, in fact, ' no busineas there.' To be 
raised by your Sovereign muat be gratifying 
; and if that gratification is not alloyed by 
immunication being made through me, the 
of it will consider himself very fortunately 
icerely, 

" Your obliged and obedient servant, 

S. — Excuse this scrawl, scratched in a great 
and just afler a journey. 



r of this year, he paid visits to 
f his noble friends, and, amoiig others, to the 
' Jersey and the Marquia of Lansdowne. " In 

he says, " at Mtddloton (Lord Jersey's), 
It a goodly company of lords, ladies, and wits, 
ere was** *.f 

skine, too ! Erskine was there ; good, but in- 
le. He jested, he talked, he did every thing 
biy, but then he umutd be applauded for the 
hing twice over. He would read his own 

his own paragraph, and tell his own story 
nd again ; and then the ' Trial by Jury I ! ! ' 
It wished it abolished, for I sat next him at 
As I had read his published speeches, 
ras no occasion to repeat them to me. 
' • (the fox-hunter), nicknamed ' C/ieek C * *,' 

too critical, of some of the guests ia 
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find I, sweated the claret, being the only M 
did so. C • ", who loves his bottle, and i 
notion of meeting with a ' bon-vivai 
bier *, in making my eulogy to i 
evening, summed it up iii — ' By G — d b 
like a man.' 

" Nobody drank, however, but C • • and LI 
be sure, there was little occasion, for we sTCffl 
what was on the table (a most splendid boMV 
may be supposed, at Jersey's) very sufficienir 
However, we carried our liquor discreetly, lib III 
Baron of Bradwar dine." 



In the month of August this year, c 
tion of the new Theatre lloyal, Drury Laie,*! 
Committee of Management, desirous of procii 
an Address for the opening of the theatre, K 
the rather novel mode of inviting, by an advetli 
ment in the newspapers, the competition of sUfl 
poets of the day towards this object. Though m 
contributions that ensued were sufficiently ni 
it did not appear to the Committee that therei^ 
any one among the number worthy of selection, I 

• For Ihe first day or two, al Middlelon, t 
noble host's party till after dinner, but look Iits scaatjni 
of biscuits and soda, wafer in hia own room. Brang toMS 
Bomebody that the gemlcman above mentioned hud p 
such habits to be " ejfeminale," he resolved to show tbCUl 
hunter" that he could he, on oceaiion, as good a baa-iw 
himself, and, by Us prowess at the claret neit day, 
dinner, drew fonJi from Mr. C * ■ the eulomum ba 



LIFE OF LOHD BYHOS. 159 

fficultj it occurred to Lord Holland that they 
not do better than have recourse to Lord 
, whose popularity would give additional vogue 
Eolemnity of tlieir opening, and to whose 
Endant claims, as a poet, it was taken for 
d, (though without sufficient allowance, as it 
I, for the irritability of the brotherhood,) even 
jected candidates themselves would bowwith- 
munnur. The first result of this application 
noble poet will be learned from what follows. 

KB 96. TO LOED HOLLAND. 

" Cheltenham, September 10. ISIS. 

dear Lord, 

The lines which I sketched off on your hint 
U, or rather wwre, in an unfinished state, for 1 
list committed them to a flame more decisive 
hat of Drury. Under all the circumstances, 
Id hardly wish a contest with Philo-drama — 
Drury— Asbestos, H **, and all the anonymes 
nonymes of Committee candidates. Seriously, 
: you have a chance of something much better; 
jloguising is not my forte, and, at all events, 
my pride or my modesty won't let me incur 
izard of having my rhymes buried in next 
's Magazine, under ' Essays on the Murder of 
erceval,' and ' Cures for the Bite of a Mad 
as poor Goldsmith complained of the fate of 
lerior performances. 

am still sufficiently interested to wish to know 
ccessful candidate ; and, amongst so many, I 



I 

I 



hare DO doabi Mcne wH be excellent, parbculi 
an 4^«irbei) writing Terse ia the easiest of alia 

" I cannot answer jour intelligence with &t 
comfort.' unless, aa you are deeply theatrici 
may wish to hear of Mr. * ", wliose acting is, 
utterly inadeijuaie to the London engBgemea 
which the managers of Covent Garden have 
entered. His figure is fat, hia features fli 
Toice unmanageable, his action ungracefiU, i 
Di^ory says, ' I defy him to crtort that d— d 
face of hb into madness." I was very sony 
him in the character of the ' Elephant on the 
rope ;' for, when 1 last saw him, I was in ra] 
with his performance. But then I was sixtea 
age to which all London condescended to st 
After all, much better judges have admtret 
may again ; but I venture to ' prognosticate I 
phecy' (see the Courier) that he wQI not succ 

" So, poor dear Rogers has stuck feat on 
browof the mighty Helvellyn' — I hope not f<x 
My best respects to Lady H.: — her departure 
that of my other friends, was a sad event fo 
now reduced to a state of the most cynical sol 
■By the waters of Cheltenham 1 sat down and* 
when I remembered thee, oh Georgiana Col 
As for our harps, we hanged them up upo 
willows tliat grew thereby. Then they said, 
us a song of Drury Lane,' iSrc; — but I am dura 
dreary as the Israelites. The waters have diaor 
me to my heart's content — you m 
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always are. Believe me ever your obliged and 
affisctionate servant^ 

« Byron." 

The request of the Committee for his aid having 
been> still more urgently, repeated, he, at length, 
notwithstanding the difficulty and invidiousness of 
the task, from his strong wish to oblige Lord Holland, 
cx>n8ented to undertake it ; and the quick succeed- 
ing notes and letters, which he addressed, during 
the completion of the Address, to his noble friend, 
sfford a proof (in conjunction with others of still 
OQore interest, yet to be cited) of the pains he, at 
this time, took in improving and polishing his first 
conceptions, and the importance he wisely attached 
to a judicious choice of epithets as a means of en- 
riching both the music and the meaning of his verse. 
They also show, — what, as an illustration of his 
character, is even still more valuable, — the exceed- 
bg pliancy and good humour with which he could 
field to friendly suggestions and criticisms; nor 
can it be questioned, I think, but that the docility 
thus invariably exhibited by him, on points where 
most poets are found to be tenacious and irritable, 
iras a quality natural to his dispo^tion, and such 
BS might have been turned to account in far more 
important matters, had he been fortunate enough 
to meet with persons capable of understanding and 
guiding him. 

The following are a few of those hasty notes, on 
the subject of the Address, which I allude to; — 

VOL. II. M 
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TO LORD HOIXASmi 



ini 



UK 



Mt oar LjhL 



■ ■ « 



±.1 :h«£ 



Li X ^j .X vwo I will send jaa laBiednil 
r:(x vZ icll bdTe cbe libertj to reject if f 
ic. I ihijuld like to have had more time^bi 
=:t besc — bixc coo bdppj if I can oblige yn^ 

z I ^laT vTcEiKid a hundred acribiderB and the 

Tij::r rciriic. Ever touts. 

c^-p n^t tfvmt ± Mxnt; or I shaD be beset tf 
rjc'cccvL izd. periupis^i damned by a partr* 



r. rj LORD HOLLAXIX 

•^ CbasItKibanv September S3. ISIi 

- Evco ! — I hive xz!arked some passages wMk 
•c^u! TCiLJr^ — choose between them — citf — sM 
— nf^txr — or ddsrryj — do wiih them as you wiD— I 
leave it to you and the Committee — toq cannot ay 
so ci!l;:d ' 1 Ncn commUiendo.* What wfll lAfy di 
t jcd I io'» «-::h :he hundred and one rejected Troc* 
baiours ? ' W'::h trumpets, yea, and with shawmSi' 
will you be assailed in the most diabolical doggerel 
I wish my nazie not to transpire till the (k? ii 
decided. I shall not be in town, so it won't mucb 
matter : but let us have a good deliterer, I think 
Elliston should be the man. or Pope ; moi Raymood. 
I implore you. by the love of Khythmus ! 

" The passages marked thus = =» above and 
are for you to choose between epithets, and 
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like poetical furniture. Fray write me a line, 
id believe me ever, &c 

** My best remembrances to Lady H. Will you 
e good enougl) to decide between the various 
eadings marked, and erase the other ; or our de- 
may be as puzzled as a commentator, and 
elike repeat both. If these teraicles won't do, I 
rill hammer out some more cndccasyllables. 

P. S — Tell Lady H. 1 have had sad work to 
ceep out the Plicenix — 1 mean the Fire Office of 
hat name. It has insured the theatre, and why not 
be Address?" 



TO LORD HOLLAND. 



H 

m 

^ Spr 



I send a recast of the four fir 
iding paragraph. 

greeling o^er, the ancient rule obey'd. 
The drama's homage by her Herald paid, 
IUce[ve our wel-mme luo, whose ever; tone 
Springs from our hearts, and fain would win yc 
The curtain rises, &c &c 



" September 24. 
t Imes of the 



And do forgive all tliis trouble. See what it is to 
luve to do. even with the gesteelest of us. Ever,"&c 






Letteb! 



9. TO LORD HOLLAND. 



" September 3G. lS[-2. 

" You will think there is no end to my villanous 
emendations. The fifth and sixth lines I think to 
alter thus : — 



i 
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n^t' is repeated the next line but 
■ad. a> it now atands. the conclusion of the (M 
gra|)h, 'worthjr him (Shakspeare) and you^ ap(K« 
to apply the 'yov' to those only who were 
bed and in Covent Garden Market on the nighti 
conflagration, iiutead of the audience or the fr 
cerning pubhc at large, all of whom are intended 
be comprised in that compteliensive and, I ^ 
comprehensible pronoun. 

" By the by, one of my corrections in tht 
copy sent yesterday has dived into the baihm 
sixty fathom — 

" Wbea Gmnick died, sad Brinslc; cmscd to wrins 

Ceasing to litie is a much more serious conceni'' 
ought not to be first; therefore 1 will let the<i' 
rouplet stand, with its half rhymes 'sought' J 
' wrote.' * Second tlioughts in every thing are 
but, in rhyme, third and fourth don't come & 
I am very uixious on this business, and I do ho^ 
that the very trouble I occasion you will pleri « 
own excuse, and that it will tend to show my endi*' 
vour to make the most of the time allotted. 1 *^ 



Al present the CDuplel stands tbus : — 






LIFE OS LORD BYBOH. 



1 known it months ago, for in that c 



el had 



; standing c 






I always 

n this way, and emooth as much as I can, but 

r sufficiently ; and, latterly, I can weave a nine- 

anza faster than a couplet, for which measure 

i not the cunning. When I began ' Childe 

dd,' I had never tried Spenser's measure, and 

I cannot scribble in any other. 

T all, my dear Lord, if you can get a decent 

SresB elsewhere, don't hesitate to put this aside. 

you not trust your own Muse? I am 

i she would have been triumphant, and 

1 the Committee their trouble — ' 'tis a joyful 

), but I fear I shall not satisfy even my- 

After the account you sent me, 'tis no com- 

mt to say you would have beaten j'our candi- 

; but I mean that, in l/iai case, there would 

:n no occasion for their being beaten at all. 

re are but two decent prologues in our 

- Pope's to Cato — Johnson's to Drury 

These, with the epilogue to the ' Distrest 

' and, I think, one of Goldsmith's, and a 

leof oldCoIman's to Beaumont and Fletcher's 

e the beet tilings of the kind we have. 

I am diluted to tlie throat with me- 

9 for the stone ; and Boisragon wants me to 

e for the winter — but I won't." 



I 



TO LORD HOLLAND. 



* 1 have just reci 
I hope you have t 



" September 27. 1813. 
i-ed your very kind letter, 
;t with a second copy cor- 



Ull|Ul» 



ixnjssiva& am. zns^ 



7n»t -'*'*'^ ■■ 1- 1 ti£*> tJM~ i ^f. 



ctZtot I win alter aMl» 
iiiLdJcri n icT Ti»Tnc- Widi re g^d to the prt 
▼^ t.r: '^2.:±iY:fc£ 'v:ab» to omit, I bdie? e di 
A inT'ess "Tj^ f3 nF fwakrr vidioiiK it, thoagfai lb 
:!:•= ic'l.TT .T ±)e HnXaeaicc s the ^'^p^'^y* cf ib 
T-4r:t=r. I jexre :s? jijcr choice entirdj the tf 
r'^r^c.: «rej'j=«=c* re sracowwk : and a Mcft d 
j:\^ :-Ti wll ilao czcics Ecpranre mj BebjknA 
r^LTT^c I «^n£i 'jki FTTyton to hare it, with jtm 
'eiTc. • Aicm' cd - Buam* axe lavrfbl riijma 
iz Prre's D^-izh oc die cztmrtiiiiate Ljidj. — Gftf 
hi* ■ frrl-.Tn: " izd -taoom:" — and * torn* ad 
' zi'Xir:: * ir^ Ln Scrnxlet's amous Tears of Soodand 
- A$ :2iertr '■"H probialKT be an outcry ^Tntjn^ 
the rejectei. I hope the committee will test^ 
( ii i: be needrj! > that I 5«it in nothing to the con- 
gress whatever, with or without a name, as your 
Lordship well ksows. All I hare to do with it a 
with and through you ; and thoagb I, of ooarse^ 
wish to satisfy the audience, I do assure you my 
first object is to comply with your request, and id 
so doing to show the sense I have of the many 
obligations you have conferred upon me. Yours 
ever, B.* 

• At present, " As glared the volamed Uaae.** 
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LiTTEB 103. to LORD HOLLAND. 

" September 29. 1B12. 

Shakspeare certainly ceased to reign in orie 
of his kingdoms, as George III. did in America, 
"and George IV. may in Ireland.* Now, we have 
nothing to do out of our own realms, and when the 
r monarchy was gone, his majesty had but a barren 
> sceptre. I have cwt atom/, you will see, and al- 
[ tered, but make it what you please ; only I do im- 
it plore, for my own gratification, one lash on those 
accursed quadrupeds — ' a long shot. Sir Lucius, if 
you love me.' I have altered ' wave,' &c., and the 
* fire,' and so forth for the timid. 

" Let me hear from you when convenient, and 
believe me, &c. 

" P. S. — Do let that stand, and cut out else- 
where. I shall choke, if we must overlook their 
menagerie." 



TO LORD HOLLAND. 



' " Par be tbal bmir that voinl; asks in turo 

Such verse for him as L wept o'er J Garnet's um. 

« September 30. 1812. 

" Will you choose between these added to the 

* Some objeedoD, it appears fVom tliis, had beeD made Cu 
[he passage, " and Sbakspeare ceiaed to reign." 
M 4< 



ines on Sheridan ?• I think they will wind up the 
•anegyric, and agree with the train of thought pre- 
ceding then). 

"Now, one word ae to tlie Committee — Iww 
could they resolve on a rougli copy of an Address 
never sent in, unless you had been good enough to 
retain in memory, or on paper, the thing they have 
been good enough tfl adopt ? By the by, the cir- 
cumstances of the case should moke the Committee 
less ' avidus gloriie,' for all praise of them would 
look plaguy suspicious. If necessary to be stated 
at all, the simple facts bear them out. They Gurelj 
had a right to act as they pleased. My sole object 
is one which, I trust, my whole conduct has shown; 
viz. that I did nothing insidious — sent in no Ad- 
dress whatever — but, when applied to, did my best 
for them and myself; but, above all, that there was 
no undue partiality, which will be what the rejected 
will endeavour to make out. Fortunately — most 
fortunately — I sent in no lines on the occasion. 
For 1 am sure that had they, in that case, been 
preferred, it would have been asserted that / WM 
known, and owed the preference to private friend- 
ship. This is what we shall probably have to en- 
counter; but, if once spoken and approved, we 
sha'n't be much embarrassed by their brilliant con- 
jectures ; and, as to criticism, an old author, like an 
old bull, grows cooler (or ought) at every baiting. 

" The only thing would be to avoid a par^ on 
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die night of delivery — afterwards, the more the 
I better, and the whole transaction inevitably tends 
to a good deal of discussion. Murray tells me there 
are myriads of ironical Addresses ready — sotne, in 
imitation of what is called no/ style. If they are as 
good as the Probationary Odes, or Hawkins's Pipe 
of Tobacco, it will not be bad fun for the imitated. 
" Ever," &c. 

The lime comprised in the series of letters to 
Lord Holland, of which the above are specimens, 
l.ord Byron passed, for the most part, at Chelten- 
ham ; and during the same period, the following 
letters to other correspondents were written. 

Lettui 107. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" High Street, Cheltenham, Sept. 5. 1812. 

" Pray have the goothiess to send those de- 
spatches, and a No. of the Edinburgh Review with 
the rest. I hope you have written to Mr. Thomp- 
son, thanked him in my name for his present, and 
tuld him that I shall be truly happy to comply with 
faiB request. — How do you go on? and when is the 
graven imago, ' with bays and wicked rhyme upon %' 
to grace, or disgrace, some of our tardy editions? 

" Send me ' Mokeby.' Who the devil is he ? — 
no matter, he has good connections, and will be 
well introduced. I thank you for your enquiries : 
I am so BO, but my thermometer is sadly below the 
poetical point. Wliat will you give me or mi>i£ for 
a poem of six cantos, (when complete — no rhyme, 



I 
J 



no recomgiciiRe,) as like the last two as I can make 1^ 



them ? 1 have i 



ideas that o 






embodied, and til! 

" P. 8. — My last question is in the true style of 
Grub Street ; but, like Jeremy Diddler, I only ' i^ 
foe information.' — Send me Adair on Diet asl 
Regimen, just republished by Ridgway." 

Letthb lOS. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Chdtenham, Sept. 14. ISll 

" The parcels contained some letters and verseb 
all but one anonymous and complinientary, and 
very anxious for my conversion from certain 
infidelities into which my good-natured corre- 
spondents conceive me to have fellen. The boob 
were presents of a convertible kind. Also, ' Chris- 
tian Knowledge ' and the ' Bioscope,' a religious 
Dial of Life explained; — and to the author of Hie 
former (Cadcll, publisher,} I beg you will forward 
my hest thanks for his letter, his present, bim^ 
above all, his good intentions- The 'Bioscope' 
contained a MS. copy of very excellent verses, 
from whom I know not, but evidently the com- 
position of some one in the habit of writing, and of 
writing well. I do not know if he be the author of 
tlie ' Bioscope' which accompanied them ; but who- 
ever he is, if you can discover him, thank him from 
me most heartily The other letters were from 
ladies, who are welcome to convert me when tliey 
please ; and if I can discover them, and they be 
young, as they siy they are, I could convince them 
perhaps of my devolion \W&. ^"io ■a.Vwxcifeiira. 
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JUr. Walpole on matters of this world, which I have 

" So you are Lucien's publisher ? I am promised 
an interview with him, and think I shall ask you 
for a letter of introduction, as < the gods have made 
him poetical.' From whom could it come with a 
better grace than from his publisher and mine ? la 
it not somewhat treasonable in you to have to do 
with a relative of the ' direful foe,' as the Morning 
Post calls his brother? 

" But my book on ' Diet and Regimen,' where is 
it ? I thirst for Scott's Rokeby ; let me have your 
first-begotten copy. The Anti-jacobin Review ig 
all very well, and not a bit worse than the Quar- 
terly, and at least less harmless. By the by, have 
you secured my books? I want all the Reviews, 
Bt least the critiques, quarterly, monthly, &c., Portu- 
gueae and English, extracted, and bound up in one 
volume for my old age; and pray, sort my Romaic 
books, and get the volumes lent to Mr. Hobhouse 
— he has had them now a long time. If any thing 
occurs, you will favour me with a line, and in winter 
we shall be nearer neighbours. 

" P.S, — I was applied to, to write the Address 
for Drury Lane, but the moment I heard of the con- 
test, I gave up the idea of contending against all 
Grub Street, and threw a few thoughts on the sub- 
ject into the fire. I did this out of respect to you, 
being sure you would have turned off any of your 
authors who had entered the lists witli such scurvy 
competitors. To triumph would have been no glory; 
■nd to have been defeated — 'sdeath\ — 1 "mwM 
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have choked myself, like Otway, with a quartoi 
loaf; so, remember I had, and have, nothing to di 
with it, upon my honour** 

Letter 109. TO MR. WILLIAM BANKE& 

« Cheltenham, September 28. 1811 

« My dear Bankes, 

<< When you point out to one how people can be 
intimate at the distance of some seventy leagues, I 
will plead guilty to your charge, and accept your 
farewell, but not wittinglyy till you give me some 
better reason than my silence, which merely pr»* 
ceeded .from a notion founded on your own dedait* 
tion of oldy that you hated writing and receiving 
letters. Besides, how was I to find out a man of 
many residences ? If I had addressed jou nov, *t 
had been to your borough, where I must have oob- 
jectured you were amongst your constituents. So 
now, in despite of Mr. N. and Lady W., you shali 
be as ' much better' as the Hexham post-office will 
allow me to make you. I do assure you I am moch 
indebted to you for thinking of me at all, and can't 
spare you even from amongst the superabimdance of 
friends with whom you suppose me surrounded. 
** You heard that Newstead* is sold — the sum 

• « Early in the autumn of 1812," says Mr. Dallas, "hi 
told me that he was urged by his man of business, and tibk 
Newstead must be sold." It was accordingly brought to tbe 
hammer at Garraway's, but not, at that time, sold, only 9O^O00t 
being offered for it. The private sale to which he alludei ii 
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140,000^.; sixty to remain in mortgage on the estate 
Ibr three jeara, paying interest, of course. Roch- 
«lale b aiso likely to do well — so my worldly matters 
are mending. I have been here some time drinking 
rlhe waters, simply because there are waters to drink, 
and they are very medicinal, and sufficiently disgust- 
ing- In a few days I set out for Lord Jersey's, but 
return here, where I am quite alone, go out very 
little, and enjoy in its fullest extent the 'dolce far 
Diente.' What you arc about, I cannot guess, even 
fVom your date ;- — not dauncing to the sound of the 
gitourney in the Halls of the Lowthers ? one of 
whom is here, ill, poor thing, with a phthisic I 
lieard that you passed through here (at the sordid 
inn where I first alighted) the very day before I 
arrived in these parts. We had a very pleasant set 
here; at first the Jerseys, Melbournes, Cowpers, 
and Hollands, but all gone ; and the only persons 1 
know are the Kawdons and Oxfords, with some later 
I acquaintances of less brilliant descent. 

" But I do not trouble them much ; and as for 
vour rooms and your assemblies, ' they are not 
dreamed of in our philosophy ! ! ' — Did you read of 
a Bad accident in the Wye t' other day ? a dozen 
drowned, and Mr. Rossoe, a corpulent gentleman, 
preserved by a boat-hook or an eel-spear, begged, 
when he heard his wife was saved — no — lost — to 



a after, — Mr. Claughton, Ihe Bgent 
'e ahall we, completed. 
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be thrown in again II — as if he could not bire 
thrown himself in, had he wished it; but this pasM 
for a trait of sensibility. What strange beings ma 
are, in and out of the Wje I 

<< I have to ask you a thousand pardons for not 
fulfilling some orders before I left town ; but if yn 
knew all the cursed entanglements I had to wade 
through, it would be unnecessary to beg your for 
giveness. — When will Parliament (the new one) 
meet ? — in sixty days, on account of Irelandi I 
presume: the Irish election will demand a longer 
period for completion than the constitutional a^o^ 
ment. Yours, of course, is safe, and all your side of 
the question. Salamanca is the ministerial watdh 
word, and all will go well with you. I hope you will 
speak more frequently, I am sure at least yoMom^ 
and it will be expected. I see Portman means to 
stand again. Good night. 

^ Ever yours most affectionately^ 



Litter 110. TO MR. MURRAY. 

« Cheltenham, September S7. 18IS. 

« I sent in no Address whatever to the Com- 
mittee ; but out of nearly one hundred (this is em- 
fidential), none have been deemed worth acceptance; 
and in consequence of their subsequent application 
to me, I have written a prologue, which has been re* 

* A mode of signature he frequently adopted at this tiiiiBi 
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and will be spoken. Tlie MS. is now in the 

of Lord HoUand. 

write this merely to say, that (however it is 
received by the audience) you will publish it in the 
next edition of Childe Harold ; and I only beg you 
at present to keep my name secret till you hear 
fiirther from me, and as soon as possible I wish 
you to have a correct copy, to do with as you think 
proper. 

P.8. — I should wish a few copies printed off 
id^brff, that the newspaper copies may be correct 
i^ier the deUven/." 

TO MR. MUIIRAY. 

" Clielleiihain, Oct 12. IBIS, 
" 1 have a very slronr/ ohjection to the engraving 
of the portrait*, and request tliat it may, on no 
account, be prefixed; but let all the proofs be burnt, 
and the plate broken. I will bo at the expense 
which has been incurred; it is but fair that /should, 
since I cannot permit the publication. I beg, as a 
particular favour, that you will lose no time in having 
this done, for which I have reasons that I will state 

* A minialureby Sanders. Besides this immature, Sanders 
lud also pHinlvd a full lenglh of hn Lordship, ironi nludi tlie 
portrait profiled tu this work is engraved. In reference to the 
latter picture, Lord Bjron says, in a note to Mr. Rogers, " If 
you think the picture you saw at Murray's worth your accept- 
ance, it is yours; and you may put a gloiie or mask on it, if 
ymi liLe." 
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I see you. Forgive all the trouble I 
casioned you. 

" I have received no account of the r 
the Address, but see it is vituperated in 
which does not much embarrass an old 
leave it to your own judgment to add it, or not, 
your next edition when required. Pray comj 
ttrietiy with my wishes as to the engraving, a 



belie 



;, &c. 



^ 



" P.S. — Favour me with an answer, as I shall noi 
be easy till I hear that the proofs, &c are destroyeil 
I hear that the SatlrUl has reviewed Childe Harold, 
in what manner I need not ask ; but I wish to koM 
if the old personalities are revived? 1 have a better 
reason for asking this tlian any that merely concemE 
myself; but in publications of that kind, others, jiv- 
ticularly female names, are sometimes introduced,'' 

Leitek112. to lord HOLLAND. 

" Cllellenham, Oct 14. ISll 

" My dear Lord, 

" I perceive that the papers, yea, even Perry'*, 
are somewhat ruffled at the injudicious preference of 
the Committee. My friend Perry has, indeed, ' el 
lu Brute' -d me rather scurvily, for which I will send 
him, for the M.C., the next epigram I scribble, as a 
token of my fiill forgiveness. 

" Do the Committee mean to enter into no es- 
planatioo of their proceedings ? You must see there 
is a leaning towards a charge of partiality. You 
will, at least, acquit me of any great anxiety to push 
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■nyself before so taany elder and better anonymous, 
to whom the twenty guineas (which I take to be 
•bout two thousand pounds Bank currency) and the 
ihoDour would have been equally welcome. ' Ho- 
nour,' I see, ' hath no skill in paragraph-writing." 

" I wish to know how it went off at the second 
reading, and whether any one has had the grace to 
give it a glance of approbation. I have seen no 
paper but Perry's and two Sunday ones. Perry is 
severe, and the others silent. If, however, you and 
jrour Committee are not now dissatisfied with your 
own judgments, I shall not much embarrass myself 
about the brilliant remarks of the journals. My own 
opinion upon it is what it always was, perhaps pretty 
near that of the public. 

" Believe me, my dear Lord, 4c. &c. 

" P.S, — My best respects to Lady H,, whose 
smiles will be very consolatory, even at this dis- 



LrmillS. TO Mlt. MURRAY. 

■' Cliellenliain, Oct. 18. ISIS. 

" Will you have the goodness to gel this Parody 
of a peculiar kind* (for all the first lines are Busbt/'a 

* Among the Addresses sent in lo the Drury Lane Com- 
mittee W3S one b; Dr. Buaby, entitled n Monologue, of winch 
the Parody was enclosed in this letter. A ahort specimen of 
this trifle will he sufficient The four first lines of the 
Doctor's Address are oa follows : — 



N 
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entire) inserted in several of the papers (corrwiij— 
and copied correctly ; my hand is difRcult) - 
cularly the Morning Chronicle ? Tell Mr. Perry 
I forgive him all he has said, and may say aguoA 
my address, but he will allow me to deal with ik 
Doctor — (aadi aiteram partem) — and not bOraj 
me. I cannot think what has befallen Mr. Penj, 
for of yore we were very good friends ; — but do 
matter, only get this inserted. 

" I have a poem on Waltzing for ^ou, of which I 
make >/ou a present ; but it must be anonymous. 
It is in the old style of English Bards and Scotdl 
Reviewers. 

" P.S With the next edition of Childe HaroW 

you may prbt the first fifty or a hundred opeoiog 
lines of the ' Curse of Minerva' down to the couplet 
beginning 

" Mortal ('tn-BB thus she spoke), &c 

Of course, the moment the Satire beginsj there yon 
will stop, and the opening is tJie best part." 



HWd &om the tbesHe the ' other da;.' ' 



TO MR. MURRAY. 



" Many thanks, but I mml pay the damoffe, and 
rill thank you to tell me the amount for the engrav- 
Ig. I think the ' Rejected Addresses' by far the 
est tiling of the kind since the Rolliad, and wish 
ou had published them. Tell the author ' I tbr- 
ive him, were he twenty times over a satirist;' 
nd think his imitations not at all inferior to the 
iinous ones of Hawkins Browne. He must be a 
lan of very lively wit, and less scurrilous than wits 
ften are : altogether, I very mucli admire the per- 
>niiance, and wish it all success. Tfie Satirist has 
iken a new tone, as you will see : we have now, I 
tiink, finislied with Childe Harold's critics. I have 
a hand a Satire on Waltzing, which you must pub- 
ish anonymously : it is not long, not quite two 
lundred lines, but will make a very small boarded 
amphlet. In a few days you shall have it. 

" P.S. — The editor of the Satirist ought to be 
tianked for his revocation; it is done handsomely, 
fter five years' warfare." 

rrtEBlIS. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Out. 23. 1813, 

Thanks, as usual. Vou go on boldly ; but 

J a care a{ glutting the public, who have by this 

i had enough of Childe Harold. ' Waltzing' 

hall be prepared. It is rather above two hundred 
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lines, with on introductory Letter to the 
I thiuk of publishing, witli Childe Harold, the 
ing lines of the ' Curse of Minerva,' as far ae thi 
first speech of Pallas, — because some of the 
like that part better than any I have ever wriltffl 
and as it contains nothing to aifect the subject of ^ 
subsequent portion, it will find a place as a De»cnp- 
live Fraffmenl. 

" The plale ia broken f between ourselves, it 'H 
unlike the picture ; and besides, upon the whde, 
the frontispiece of an author's visage is but a paluj 
exhibition. At all events, this would have been » 
recommendation to the book, I am sure Sandcn 
would not have survived the engraving. By the tf, 
thepicture may remain with t/ou or htm (which JM 
please), till my return. The one of tH'o remaioing 
copies is at your service till I can give you a fieaer; 
the other must be burned peremptorih/. Again, do 
not forget that 1 have an account with you, and thai 
this is included. 1 give you too much trmdde W 
allow you to incur etpcme also. 

" You beat know how fer this ' Address Riot' will 
affect the fulure sale of Childe Harold, 1 like the 
volume of' Rejected Addresses' better and betia. 
The other parody which Perry has received is mine 
also (I believe). It is Dr. liusby's speech versified. 
You are removing to Albemarle Street, I find, and I 
rejoice that we slioll be nearer neighbours. I ani 
going to Lord Oxford's, but letters here will be for- 
warded. When at leisure, all communicatians from 
you will be willingly received by the humblest of 
your scribes. Did Mr. Ward write the review of 
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IXooke's Life in the Quarterly ? it is excel- 



TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Cheltenliam, November 32. 1812. 

return here from Lord Oxford's, I 
jrour obliging note, and will tliank you to re- 
the letters, and any other subsequent ones to 
the saine address, till 1 arrive in town to claim them, 
which will probably be in a few days. I have in 
diarge a curious and very long MS. poem, written 
by Lord Brooke (the friend of Sir Philip Sidne;/), 
which I wish to submit to the inspection of Mr. 
^xifford, with the following queries: — first, whether 
lit has ever been published, and, secondly (if not), 
'whether it is worth publication ? It is irom Lord 
Oxford's library, and must have escaped or been 
overlooked amongst the MSS. of the Harleian Mis- 
cellsny. The writing is Lord Brooke's, except a 
different hand towards the close. It is very long, 
and in the six-line stanza. It is not for me to hazard 
an opinion upon its merits ; but I would take the 
liberty, if not too troublesome, to submit it to Mr. 
(^fford's judgment, whicji, from his excellent edition 
of Massinger, I should conceive to be as decisive on 
the writings of that age as on those of our own. 

" Now for a less agreeable and important topic. — 
How came Mr. Mac-Sortubody, without consulting 
you or me, to prefix the Address to his volume • of 

• " The Genuine Hqectal Addresses, presented to the 
rommittee of Mansgeineiit for Drui; Lane TliealTG : preceded 



'Dejected Addresses?' 



t this somewhatfl 
I think the ceremony of leave mi^t Si 



been asked, though I h 



o objet 



1 to thefl 



I 
I 



' hundred 
themselves with ' base compariaoDs.' I should 
the ingenuous public tolerably sick of the Bubjefli 
and, except tJie Parodies, I have not interfered, wx 
shall ; mdeed 1 did Dot know that Dr. Busby had 
published his Apologetical Letter and Postscript, or 
I should have recalled them. But, I confess, I 
looked upon his conduct in a different light betbrc 
its appearance. I see some mountebank has taken 
Alderman Birch's name to vituperate Dr. Buab;; 
he had much better have pilfered his pastry, which 
I should imagine the more valuable ingredient — at 
least for a puff. — Pray secure me a copy of Wood- 
^ll's new Junius, and believe me," &c. 

LmEBin. TO MR. WILLIAM BANKES. 

" December St. 
idations has 
endeavours to be 
of my principal 
ioa. Canning 



" The multitude of your 
already superseded my hum 
of use to you; and, indeed, 
friends are returned. Leake from Joi 
and Adair from the city of the Faithful, and at 
Smyrna no letter ia necessary, as the consuls are 
always willing to do every thing for personages of 
respectability. I have sent you three, one to Gib- 



^^H. wtiidi, though of no great necessity, wiU, 
^^Hpe, put you on a more int1mat« footing with a 
^^B|deasaQt family there. You will very 80011 find 
^^Kutt a man of any consequence has very little 
^^^Bon for any letters but to ministers and bankers, 
^^^K them we have already plenty, 1 will be sworn. 
^^RBt is by no means improbable that I shall go in 
flSspring, and if you will fix any place of rendez- 
vous about August, I will wriie or Join you. — When 
in Albania, 1 wish you would enquire after Dervise 
Taliiri and Vaacillie (or Bazil), and make my respecta 
to the viziers, both there and in the Morea. If you 
mention my name to Suleyman of Thebes, I think it 
will not hurt you ; if I had my dragoman, or wrote 
Turkish, I could have given you letters oi real ser- 
vice t but to the English they are hardly requisite, 
and the Greeks themselves can be of little ad< 
vantage. Liston you know already, and I do not, 
as he WHS not then minister. Mind you visit Ephe- 
SU8 and the Troad, and let me hear from you when 
you please. I believe G. Forresti is now at Yanina, 
but if Dot, whoever is there will be too happy to 
assist you. Be particular about Jirmauns; never 
allow yourself to be bullied, for you are better pro- 
tected in Turkey than any where; trust not the 
Greeks ; and take some /mwfmackeries for presents 
— vxUches, pistols, &c. &c. to the Beya and Pachas. 
If you find one Demetrius, at Athens or elsewhere, 
I can recommend him as a good dragoman. I hope 
to join you, however; but you will find swarms of 
English now in the Levant. 

" Believe me," &c 



i 



TO MR, MURRAY. 

" February 2( 

" In ' Horace in London' I perceive 
stanzas oa Lord Elgin in which (waving the 1ml 
compliment to myself*) I heartily concur. I iriali 
I had the pleasure of Mr. Smith's acquaintance, u 
I could communicate the curious anecdote jou 
read in Mr. T.'s letter. If he would like it, he csn 
have the n/iiConce for his second edition; if not,! 
(hall add it to our next, though I think we already 
have enough of Lord Elgin. 

" What 1 have read of this work seems admirably 
done. My praise, however, is not much worth the 
author's having ; but you may thank him in my namt 
for his. the idea is new — we have excellent imil»< 
tions of the Satires, &c. by Pope ; but I remembet 
but one imitative Ode in hie works, and none any 
where else. I can hardly suppose that tha/ hsve 
lost any fame by the fate of the Jaree ; but evea 
should this be the case, the present publication will 
again place them on their pinnacle. 

" Yours," &c, 

• In Ihe Ode entitled " The Parthenon," Minerva thin 

" All who behold my mutilated pile 
Shall brand its ravflger with classic rage; 
And soon a titled bard &am Britain's jsla 



and suffrage shall ei 



And fire with Athen 
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s already been stated Ihat the pecuniary Bup- 

t, trhich he found it necessary to raise on arriv- 

Igat majority, were procured for him on ruinously 

irious terms, • To some transactions connected 

h this subject, the following characteristic letter 



TO MR. ROGERS. 

" Marches. ISI3. 

I " I enclose you a draft for the usurious interest 
tkie to Lord • • s protigS ; — I also could wish you 
^ould state thus much for me to his Lordship, 
^ough the transaction speaka plainly in itself for 
tbe borrower's folly and the lender's usury, it never 
A*as my intention to quash the demand, as I legalhf 
might, nor to withhold payment of principal, or, 
|)erhaps, even unlawful interest. You know what 
my situation has been, and what it is. I have parted 
with an estate (which has been in my family lor 
nearly three himdred years, and was never disgraced 
by being in possession of a lawyer, a churchman, ur 
I, during that period,) to liquidate thb and 



" Tis said that peiaona living on annuities 

Are longer lived tban otbers, — God knows why, 

Unless lo plague the gtantota, — yet eo true it is, 
That some, 1 really think, da never die. 

Of any creditors, the worst a Jew it is j 

Atld tlial 'b their mode of furnishing supply : 

Id my young days Ihey lent me cash that way. 



I 
I 



VMcb I found very treulilesome to pay-" 
■ Don Ju, 



, CwitoII. 



I 



similar demands ; and tlie payment of the pure 
is still witliheld, and may be, perhaps, for yi 
If, therefore, I am under tlie necessity of maliitf 
those persons wait for their money, (whicli,considH- 
ing the terms, they can afford to suffer,) it is i 
misfortune. 

" Wlien I arrived at majorityia 1809, I offered 
own security on legal interest, and it was rehised- 
JVow, I will not accede to this. This man I naj 
have seen, but I have no recollection of the nanus 
of any parties but the events and the securities. The 
moment I can it is assuredly my intention to p»j 
my debts. Tliis person's case may be a hard one; 
but, under all circumstances, what is mine ? I coulii 
not foresee that the purchaser of my estate was to 
demur in paying for it, 

" I am glad it happens to be in my power w fif 
to accommodate my Israelite, and only wish I could 
do as much for the rest of the Twelve Tribes. 

" Ever yours, dear R^ B»." 

At the beginning of this year, Mr. Murray having 
it in contemplation to publish an edition of the two | 
Cantos of Childe Harold with engravings, the noble 
author entered with much zeal into bis plan j and, in 
a note on the subject to Mr. Murray, says, — 
" Westall has, I believe, agreed to illustrate your 
book, and I fancy one of the engravings wiO be from 
the pretty little girl you saw the other day », thoi^ 

" I^j CharlottB Harley, to whom, under flie mime ot 
lantlie, the introductory lines to Childe Harold were after. 
trards addressed. 
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Hit her name ind merely is a model for some 

connected with the subject. I would also 

the portrait (whidi you saw to-day) of the 

id vho is mentioned in the tt.xt at the close of 

ito Ist, and in tlie notes — which are subjects 

> authorise that addition." 
Early in the spring he brought out, anonymously 
hiB poem on Waltzing, which, though full of very 
lively satire, fell so far short of what was now ex- 
pected from him by the public, that the disavowal of 
it, which, as we see by the following letter,he thought 
r^it to put forth, found ready credence : — 



Letth leo. TO MR. MURRAY. 

"April 21. 1813. 

" I shaU be in town by Sunday next, and will 
call and have some conversation on the subject ot 
Westall's designs. I am to sit to him for a picture 
at the request of a friend of mine, and as Sanders's 
is not a good one, you will probably prefer the 
other. I wish you to have Sanders's taken down 
and sent to my lodgings immediately — before my 
arrival. I hear that a certain malicious publication 
OR Waltzing is attributed to me. This report, I 
gu[^ose, you will take care to contradict, as the 
author, I am sure, will not like that I should wear 
his cap and bells. Mr. Hobhouse's quarto will be 
out immediately ; pray send to the author for an 
early copy, which I wish to take abroad with me. 

*' P. S. — I see the Examiner threatens some i 
servations upon you next week. What can you have 



done to share the wrath which has heretofore i| 
principally expended upon the Prince ? I preai 
dl your Scribleri will be drawn up in battle i 
in defence of the modem Tonson — Mr. Buclcc^q 



" Send in my account to Beonet Street, as I 
to settle it before sailing." 

In the month of May appeared his wild and beau- 
tifiil "Fragment," The Giaour; — and though, in 
its first flight from his hands, some of the fairest 
feathers of its wing were yet wanting, the public 
hailed this new offspring of his genius n-ith wonder 
and delight. The idea of writing a poem in fragments 
had been suggested to him by the Columhaa of Mr> 
Rogers; and, whatever objections may lie against 
such a plan in general, it must be allowed to hare 
been well suited to the impatient temperament of 
Byron, as enabling him to overleap those mechanical 
difficulties, which, in a regular narrative, embarrass, 
if not chillj the poet, — leaving it to the imagination 
of his readers to fill up the intervals between Aose 
abrupt bursts of passion in which his chief power 
lay. The story, too, of the poem possessed that 
stimulating charm for him, almost indispeDsahle ta 
his fancy, of being in gome degree connected widi 
himself, — an event in which he had been perBonally 
concerned, while on hia travels, having supplied flie 
groundwork on which the fiction was founded. After 
the appearance of The Giaour, some incorrect state- 
ment of this romantic incident having got into cir- 
culation, the noble author requested of his fnend; 



Marquis of Sligo, who had visited Athens soon 
happened, to furnish him with his recol- 
lections 00 the subject ; aod the ibllowiug is the 
answer whicli Lord Sligo returned: — 

" Albany, Monday, August ai, 1813. 

« My dear Byron, 

You have requested me to telJ you all thatl 
heard at Aliens about the aifair of that girl who was 
00 near being put an end to while you were there ; 
you have asked me to mention every cirt^umstance, 
in the remotest degree relating to it, which I heard. 
In compliance with your wishes, I write to you all I 
heard, and I cannot imagine it to be very far from 
the fact, as the circumstance happened only a day 
or two before I arrived at Athens, and, consequently, 
was a matter of common conversation at the time. 

" The new governor, unaccustomed to have the 
■ame intercourse with the Cliristians as his pre- 
decessor, had of course the barbarous Turkish ideas 
with regard to women. In consequence, and in 
compliance with tlie strict letter of the Mahono- 
medan law, he ordered this girl to be sewed up in a 
sack, and thrown into the sea, — as is, indeed, quite 
customary at Constantinople. As you were return- 
ing from bathing in the Pirsus, you met the pro- 
cession going down to execute the sentence of the 
Waywode on this unfortunate girl. Report continues 
to say, that on finding out what the object of their 
journey was, and who was the miserable sulFerer, you 
immediately interfered ; and on some delay in obey- 
ing your orders, you were obliged to inform the 
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leader of the escort, that force Bhould make hia 
comply; — that, on farther hesitation, you drew 
pistol, and told him, that if he did not immediate!) 
obey your orders, and come back with you to the 
Aga's bouse, you would slioot him dead. Oa thli, 
the man turned about and weiit with you to the 
governor's house ; here you succeeded, partly bj 
personal threats, and partly by bribery aod entrea^, 
to procure her pardon on condition of her leavii^ 
Athens. 1 was told that you then conveyed her b 
salely to the convent, and despatched her off a 
night to Thebes, where she found a safe asylum. 
Such is the story I heard, as nearly as I can recoUeO 
it at present. Should you wish to ask me any furthei 
questions about it, I shall be very ready and willii^ 
to answer them. I remain, my dear Byron, 

'' Yours, very sincerely, 

" Sligo. 
" I am afraid you will hardly he able to read thii 
scrawl ; but I am so hurried with the preparationE 
for my journey, that you must excuse it." 

Of the prodigal flow of his fancy, when its sourcei 
were once opened on any subject, The Giaour 
affords one of the most remarkable instances, — tiiis 
poem having accumulated under his hand, both io 
printing and through successive editions, till from 
four hundred lines, of which it consisted in his first 
copy, it at preseiit amounts to nearly fourteea 
Imndred. The plan, indeed, which he had adopted, 
series of fragments, — a set of " orient pearis 
ndom strung," — \cft. \iinv fe«a \ii <mliraduce, 
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nit reference to more than the general c 
xioD of his story, what 
't &acy, in its eKcursion 



r images 
1 collect ; and how 
fettered he was by any regard t« connection in 
I additions, appears from u note which ac- 
companied his own copy of the paragraph com- 
mencing " Fair clime, where every season smiles," — 
a which he says, " 1 have not yet lixed the place 
of insertion for the following lines, but will, when I 
Bee you — as I have no copy." 

Even into this new passage, rich as it was at first, 
his fancy afterwards poured a fresh infusion, — the 
whole of its most picturesque portion, irom the line 
" For there, the Rose o'er crag or vale," down to 
** And turn to groans his roundelay," having been 
•uggcstcd to him during revision. In order to show, 
however, that though so rapid in the first heat of 
composition, he formed no exception to that law 
which imposes labour as the price of perfection, I 
fihall here extract a few verses from his original 
draft of this paragraph, by comparing which with 
the form they wear at present • we may leam to 



■ llic foUowi 
will be ecen Ibal there is 
ic of (he yerse has 
thought: — 






that present shape, nnd it 
single alteration in which the 
KD improved as well iu> tlie 



" Fair climef where every season snulea 
Benignant o'er tliose bleswd isles. 
Which, seen from fsr Colonna's height, 
Molce gind the heart that hails the sight. 
And lend to loneliness delight. 
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appreciate t!ie value oi' these after-touche& df i 



•' Pair clime ! where eeaseiea lumnwr mulei 
Bcnigmuit o'er those bleiised islei. 
Which, M*n from far Colonna's bdgh^ 
Moke glad the heart that hails the n^M, 
And gipe to loneliness delight. 
There ihinf the tr^( abodes yt aeei, 
Lite dimpla upm Ocean'i cheelr, — 
So grniU'ig rimnd the vralert /mtf 
These Edena of tlie eastern wave. 
Or if, at timeg, the transient breeze 
Break llic smooth crystal uf Che teas. 
Or bruih one blossom from the trees. 
How grat^ul is the gentle air 
That wakes and wafts Ihu^agronctf there." 

Among the other passages added to this edi 
(which was either the third or fourth, and bet* 
which and the first there intervened but about 
weeks) was that most beautiful and melanchol 
lustration of the lifeless aspect of Greece, begini 
" He who hath bent him o'er the dead,'' — of wJ 
the most gifted critic of our day • has justly 



There, mildly dimpling, Ocean's cheek 
Reflects the tints of many a peak 
Caught by the laughing tides that lave 
These Edcns of the eastern wave: 
And if at times a transient breeze 
Break the blue crystal of the seas, 
Or sweep one blossom from the trees. 
How wdcome is each gentie air 
That wakes and wafb the odours there ! " 
• Mi. Iiffiie^. 
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nouRced, that " it contains an image more true, more 
tnournful, and more exquisitely finished, than any 
can recollect in the whole compass of poetry."* 
■To the same edition aUi) were added, among other 
accessionB of wealtli f , those lines, " The cygnet 
proudly walks the water," and the impassioned verses, 

My memory now is but the tomb." 

On my rejoining him in town this spring, I found 
the enthusiasm about his writings and himself, which 
I left so prevalent, both in the world of literature 
and in society, grown, if any thing, still more general 
and intense. In the immediate bircle, perhaps, 
around him, familiarity of intercourse might have 
begun to produce its usual disenchanting effects. 
His own liveliness and unreserve, on a more intimate 
acquaintance, would not be long in dispelling that 
charm of poetic sadness, which to the eyes of dis- 
tant observers hung about hun ; while the romantic 
nodoQS, connected by some of his fair readers with 
diose past and namelessioves alluded to in his poems, 
ran some risk of abatement from too near an ac- 



■ In Deilaway's ConsEonlinoplG, a book which Lord Byron 
is DOI unlikely to have consulted, I find s passage quoted froiii 

' Gillies's History of Greece, which coninins perhaps, the firat 

I teed of the thought thus expanded into full perfection by 
genius: — "The present slate of Greece compared to the 
RadeDt is the silent obscurity of the graio contrasted vdth the 

I rind lustre of ictive life." 

■f Among the recorded instances of such happy after- 
ihoiighta in poetry may be mentioned, as one of tiie most 

' meniorable, Denham's four lines, " Oh could I flow like Ihee," 
Ac, which were added in the second edition of his poem. 
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quaiiitiuice with the supposed objects of his fane? 
and fondness at present. A poet's mistress shooU 
remain, if possible, as imaginary a being to otlien, 
ag. Id most of the attributes he clothes her with, 
she has been to himself; — the reality, however fai, 
being always sure to fall short of the picture which 
a too lavish fency has drawn of it. Could we call np 
in array before us all the beauties whom the love of 
poets hos immortalised, from ttie high-bom dame la 
the plebeian damsel, — from the Lauras and Sacha- 
rissas down to the Cloes and Jeannics, — we should. 
it is to be feared, sadly unpeople our imaginations of 
many a bright tenant that poesy has lodged there, 
and Hnd, in more than one instance, our admiratioo 
of the faith and fancy of the worshipper increased 
by OUT discovery of the worthlessness of the idol 

But, whatever of its first romantic impression the 
personal character of the poet may,from such causes, 
have lost in the circle be most frequented, this dis- 
appointment of the iraaginstion was far more than 
cunipensaled by the frank, social, and engaging quit- 
lities, both of disposition and manner, which, on i 
iirareT intercourse, he disclosed, as well as by thU 
entire timencv of any literary assumption or pe- 
ilHUtry, which entitled him fully to the praise be- 
ia\t«ir«l by Sprat upon Cowley, that few could " ever 
ttiKfVff h« was a gieM poet by his discourse." 
UttiW ihu*. by his iatimatesi and those who hai 
pt*, m it wvtVi behind the semes of his fame, he 
UM> »r«a in bis tnie colours, as well of weakness U 
at nMt^rtirwf M . Lv stmigen and sudi as were oul 
\l\j.W c«^. \\>« s?^ ** tU poetical 
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hcter still continued to operate ; and the fierce 
^oom and Gternness of his imaginary personages 
were, by the greater number of them, suppose^ to 
belong, not only as regarded mind, but manners, to 
himself. So prevalent and persevering has been 
this notion, that, in some disquisitions on bis cha- 
racter published since bis death, and containing 
otherwise many just and striking views, we find, in 
the professed portrait drawn of him, such features 
as the following : — " Lord Byron had a stern, 
<]irect, severe mind : a sarcastic, disdainful, gloomy 
temper. He had no light sympathy with heartless 
dieerfiilness ; — upon the surface was sourness, 
discontent, displeasure, ill will. Beneath all this 
weight of clouds and darkness "," &c. &c. 

Of the sort of double aspect which he thus pre- 
sented, as viewed by the world and by his friends. 
he was himself fully aware ; and it not only amused 
him, but, as a proof of the versatility of his powers, 
flattered his pride. He was, indeed, as I have 
already remarked, by no means insensible or inat- 
tentive to the effect he produced personally on 
society ; and though the brilliant station he had 
attained, since the commencement of my acquaint- 
ance with him, made not the slightest alteration in 
die unaffectedness of his private intercourse, 1 could 
perceive, I thought, with reference to the external 
world, some slight changes in his conduct, which 
seemed indicative of the efiects of his celebrity upon 
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him Among other circuingtMicea, I observed thai, 
vhetber from shyness of the general gaze, ot fVani 
X ootioD, like Livy'a, that men of emineDce should 
not too much femiliariM' the public to their persons*, 
he avoided shoiring himself in the moniings, and in 
crowded places, much more than was his custom 
when we first became acquainted. The precediif 
year, before bis name had grown " so rife and cele- 
brated," we bad gone together to the exhibition at 
Somerset House, and other such places -|-; and the 
true reason, no doubt, of bis present reserve, in 
abstaining from all such miscellaneous haunts, <ru 
the sensitiveness, so ofren referred to. on the subject 
of his lameness, — <a feeling which the curiosity of 
the public eye, now attracted to this infirmity by hii 
fame, could not fail, he knew, to put rather painfully 
to the proof. 

Among the many gay hours we passed together 

this spring, I remember particularly the wild Sow d 

his spirits one evening, when we had accompanied 

Mr. Rogers home from some early assembly, aod 

en Lord Byron, who, according to his frequent 

I custom, had not dined for the last two days, found 

* " ContiDuus sspectus miaui verendos magnoi bomiiKi 
belt." 

t The only peculiarity that struck me □□ those ocdadu 
was the uueasy restlessness wJiich he seemed lo feel id wearing 
> liat, — an article of ibess n-hicb, from his eonslant use of a 
carriage while in England, he was almost wholly unaccuHtmnei 
to, iUid which, after tlial year, I do not icmeiabcr to have etet 
teen upon him again. Abroad, he always wore a kind at 
foraging cap. 
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ihu hunger no longer governable, and called aloud 
for " BOmetHing to eat." Our repast, — of his own 
chooEuig, — was simple bread and cheese; and seldom 
have I partaken of bo joyous a supper. It happened 
that our host had just received a presentation copy 
of a volume of poems, written professedly in imita- 
tion of the old English writers, and containing, like 
maay of these models, a good deal that was striking 
and beautiful, mixed up with much that was triUmg, 
fentastic, and absurd. In our mood, at the moment, 
it was only with these latter qualities that either 
Lord Byron or I felt disposed to indulge ourselves; 
and, in turning over the pages, we found, it must be 
owned, abundant matter for mirth. In vain did Mr. 
Rogers, in justice to the author, endeavour to direct 
our attention to some of the beauties of the work : 
— it suited better our purpose (as is too ot^cn the 
catewith more deliberate critics) to pounce only on 
such passages as ministered to the laughmg humour 
that possessed us. In this sort of hunt through the 
volume, we at length lighted on tlie discovery that 
our host, in addition to his sincere approbation of 
some of its contents, had also the motive of gratitude 
for standing by its author, as one of the poems was 
a warm and, I need not add, welUdeserved panegyric 
on himself. We were, however, too far gone in 
nonsense for even tliig eulogy, in which we both so 
faeartily agreed, to stop us. The opening line of the 
poem was, as well as I can recollect, " When Rogers 
o'er this labour bent;" and Lord Byron undertook 
to read it aloud ; — but he found it impossible to get 
beyond the first two words. Our laughter had now 
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increased to such a pitch tliat nothiog could re^ 
it. Two or three times he began ; but no s 
had the words " When Rogers" passed his lips, thao 
our fit buret forth afresh, — till even Mr, Rogws 
himself, with all his feeling of our injustice, found il 
impossible not to join uh ; and we were, at last, all 
three, in such a Etate of inextinguishable laughter, 
that, had the author himself been of the party, I 
question much whether he could have resisted the 
infection. 

A day or two after, Lord Byron sent me the 
following: — 

" My dear Moore, 

" ' When Rogers ' must not see the enclosed, 
which I send for your perusal. I am ready to fix 
any day you like for our visit. Was not Sheridan 
good upon the whole? The 'Poulterer* was the 
first and best.* 

" Ever yours," &c 

* He here alludes to a dinner at Mr. Rogers's, of whidi I 
hsre elsewhere given the fuUowing account : — 

<< The company consiBted but of Mr. Rogers bimaelf, Idld 
Byron, Mr. Sheridan, anil the writer of this Memoir. Sheridm 
knew the admimtion his audience felt for him ^ the presence ct 
the young poet, in particular, seemed to bring back his tnfn 
jmith and vit ; and the details he gave of his early life wen 
not leu interesting and animating to himself than delightful to 
us. It was in the course of this evening that, describing to in 
Ibe poem which Mr. Whitbread had wricien, and sent in, 
among the other addresses for the opening of Drury Laoe 
dieatre, and which, like the rest, turned chieSy on aUu^ons U) 
. 1^ PhiEiui, he Slid — ■ But WLitbread made moTB of thii 
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" When T • • this domn'd non 
(I hope I am not violentl, 



"■ And nnce not er'n our E<^ers' prase 
To comnum sense hia thoughts could tU£ 
Why lUoiiU they let Jiim print hia lays? 



" To me, divine Apollo, grant — 1 
Hermilda's Gist and second canto, 
I'm fitting up a new portmanteau ; 



■■ And IhuB to furnish decent lining. 
My own and others' bays I'm twining— 
So gentle T • •, throw rae thine in." 

On the same day I received from him the follow- 
ing additional scraps. The lines in italics are from 
I the eulogy that provoked his waggish comment& 



bird than any of Iheia % — be entered into particulara, and 
desctibed its wings, heak, tail, &c. ; — in short, it was a 
paullerer's description of a Phcenii. " — Life ef Sheridaru 

o 4 
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1. 

'< ^Ilay my branch of laurel down.* 

^ Thtm * lay thy branch of laurel down ! * 

Why, what thou'st stole is not enow ; 
And, were it lawfully thine own. 

Does Rogers want it most, or thou ? 
Keep to thyself thy withered bough. 

Or send it back to Dr. Donne' — 
Were justice done to both, I trow, 

He*d hare but little, and thou — none. 

2. 

^ * Then thus to form Apollo s croumS 

^ A crown ! why, twist it how you will. 
Thy duplet must be fioolsc^ siilL 
When next you risit Delphi's town. 

Enquire amongst your fellow-lodgers. 
They 'U tell you Phod[>us gave his crown, 

Some yoan before your birth, to Rogers. 



" * Let every other bring his own.' 

^ When coali to Newcastle are carried. 

And owls sent to Athens as wonders, 
From his spouse when the * * *s unmarried. 

Or Liverpool weeps o*er his blunders ; 
When Tories and Whigs cease to quarrel. 

When C • • *8 wife has an heir. 
Then Rogers shall ask us for laurel. 

And thou shalt have plenty to spare.'* 

The mention which ha makes of Sheridan i 
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i just cited affords a fit opportunity of producing, 
one of his Jotirnals, some particulcirB which he 
noted down respccti[ig this extraordinary n 
whose talents he entertained the most unbounded 
liration, — rating him, in natural powers, far 
'e all his great political contemporaries. 
In society I have met Sheridan frequently: he 
Buperb ! He had a sort of liking for me, and 
^*.ever attacked me, at least to my face, and he did 
^S»ery body else — high names, and wits, and orators, 
Kome of them poets also. I Imve seen him cut up 
^Vliitbread, quiz Madame de Stael, annihilate Coi- 
4iian, and do little less by some otiiers (whose 
sames, as friends, I set not down) of good fame and 
ability. 

" The last time I met him was, I think, at Sir 
Gilbert Heathcote's, where he was as quick as ever 
— no, it was not the last time ; the last time was at 
Douglas Kinnaird's. 

" I have met him in all places and parties, — at 
Whitehall with the Mclbournes, at the Marquis of 
Tavistock's, at Robins's the auctioneer's, at Sir 
Humphrey Davy's, at Sam Rogers's, — in short, in 
iDOBt kinds of company, and always found him very 
convivial and delightful. 

" I have seen Sheridan weep two or three times. 
It may be that he was maudlin ; but this only rt 
it more impressive, for who would see 



Once I saw him cry a 



^ 
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after a splendid dinaer, full of great names 
spiriu. I had the honour of sitting next to 1 
The occasion of his tears was some observal 
other upon the subject of the Eturdio 
Wliigs in resistiog otEce and keeping to 
ciples: Sheridan turned round: — ' Sir, il 
my Lord G. or Earl G. or Marquis B, 
with thousands upon thousands a year, 
either pruendi/ derived, or iiiiteriUd in 1 
acquisitions trom the public money, to boast of 
patriotism and keep aloof from temptation ; 
ihey do not know from what temptation those 
kept aloof who had equal pride, at least equal 
talents, and not unequal passions, and neverth^en 
knew not in the course of tlieir lives what it was U> 
have a shilling of their own.' And in saying thisiw 

'■ 1 liave more than once heard him say, ' that he 
never had a shilling of his own.' To be sure, be 
(Xintrived to extract a good many of otlier people'^ 

" In 1815, 1 had occasion to visit my lavyer in 
Chancery Lane, he was with Sheridan. After 
mutual greetings, &c~. Sheridan retired first. Be- 
fore recurring to my own business, I eould not hdp 
] enquiring tluU of Sheridan. 'Oh,' replied the al- 

Ptorney, ' the usual tiling I to stave off an action from 
his wine-merchant, my client." — 'Well,' said I, 
' and what do you mean to do ? ' — ' Nothing at all 
for the present,' said he: ' would you have us pro- 
ceed against old Sherry? what would be the use </ 
it?' and here he began laughing, and going ant 
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■ Now, from personal experience, I can voueh 
t my attorney is by no means the tenderest of 
DT particularly accessible to any kind of im- 
»n out of the statute or record ; and yet Sheri- 
I half an hour, had found the way to sotlen 
i seduce him in such a. manner, that I almost 

ek he would have thrown his client (an honest 
, with ail the laws, and some justice, on his side) 
at of the window, had he come in at the moment. 

" Such was Sheridan ! he could soften an at- 
ttney ! There has been nothing like it since the 
lys of Orpheus. 

I " One day I saw him take up his own ' Monody 
k Garrick." He lighted upon the Dedication to 
te Dowager Lady * *, On seeing it, he flew into 
irage, and exclaimed, ' tliat it must be a forgery, 
IBt he had never dedicated any thing of his to such 
'A — d canting,' &c. &c. &c.^and so went on for 
Uf an hour abusing his own dedication, or at least 
le object of it. If all writers were equally sincere, 
I would be ludicrous. 

" He told me that, on the night of the grand 
access of his School for Scandal, he was knocked 
own and put into the watch-house for making a 
aw m the street, and being found intoxicated by 
he watchmen. 

" When dying, he was requested to undergo ' an 
peration.' He replied, that he had already sub- 
lined to two, which were enough for one man's 
fednie. Being asked what they were, he answered, 
having Ills hair cut, and sitting for his picture,' 

"J bare met George Coiman occaaiontfij, wA 
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thought him cKtremely pleoBant and coDTiriaL ^^K^ 
ridan's humour, or rather wit, was always saMnui^^^ 
and BometimeH savage; he never laughed, (at It^^f 
that / saw, and I watched liim,) but Colman clti^K, 
I had to choom, and could not have both at ad^HI 
I should Bay, ' Let me begin the evening ^^H 
Sheridan, and finish it with Colman.' Shal^^| 
for dinner, Colman Tor supper; Sheridan ibr tnlV 
or port, but Colman for every thing, from "S^ 
madeira and champagne at dinner, the claret n^th 1 1' 
Itofer of port between the glasses, up to the pimd I 
of the night, and down to the grog, or gin and witfl'i I 
of daybreak; — all these I have threaded with both I 
the same. Sheridan was a grenadier company of I 
life-guards, but Colman a whole regiment — of U^ 
inJraUry, to be sure, but still a r^imcnL" 

It was at this time that Lord Byron became BC- 
quainted (and, I regret to have to add, pardj 
through my means) with Mr. Leigh Hunt, the 
editor of a well-known weekly journal, the Ex- 
aminer. This gentleman I had myself formed an 
acquaintance with in the year 1811, and, in coroinnt 
with a large portion of the public, entertained » 
sincere admiration of his talents and courage as a 
journalist. The interest I took in him personally 
had been recently much increased by tlie manly 
spirit which he had displayed throughout a pro- 
secution instituted against himself and his brother, 
for a libel that had appeared in their paper on the 
Prince Regent, and in consequence of which thej 
were both sentenced to imprisonment for two years. 
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l^trill be recollected that tliere existed among the 
' J party, at thU period, a strong feeling of in- 
latioa at the late defection from themselves and 
Icir principles of the illustrious personage who 
so long looked up to as the friend and 
n of both. Being myself, at the time, warmly 
f- perhaps intemperately — under the influence of 
9 feeling, I regarded the fate of Mr. Hunt with 
|iore than common interest, and, immediately on 
^y arrival in town, paid him a visit in his prison. 
^ mentioning the circumstance, soon after, to 
|ord Byron, and describing my surprise at the sort 
f luxurious comforts with which I had found the 
[wit in the dungeon" surrounded, — his trellised 
jiwer-garden without, and his books, busts, pic- 
Bres, and piano-forte within, — the noble poet, 
Aiose political view of the case coincided entirely 
fith my own, expressed a strong wish to pay a 
bnilar tribute of respect to Mr. Hunt, and accord- 
Aglj, a day or two after, we proceeded for that 
urpose to the prison. The introduction which 
ben took place was soon followed by a request 
torn Mr. Hunt that we would dine with him ; and 
be noble poet having good-naturedly accepted the 
nvitation, Horsemonger Lane gaol had, in the month 
if June, 1813, the honour of receiving Lord Byron, 
IB a guest, within its walls. 
On the morning of our first visit to the journalist, 
received from Lord Byron the following lines 
ritten, it win be perceived, the night before : — 
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" MbJt 19. 1511 

" Oh you, wbo in all nanus can tickle the town, 
Aiuicreon, Tom Little, Tom Moore, or Tom Broini,— 
Far hang me if I know of which you may most bng, 
YuuT Quarto two-pounds, or your Twopetuiy Post Bag; 

But now to my lettw — to yoiirj 'tis an answer — 

All ready and dress'd for proceHling to apunge nn 
(According la cumpocl) the wit in (lie dungeon — 
Pray Phnjbus at length our political malice 
May not get ua lodgings within the same palace ! 
I suppose that to-night you're engaged with some todgW 
And for Sotheby's Blues have deserted Sam Rogers; 
And I, though with cold I have nearly my death gol^ 
Must put on my breeches, and wait on the Heathcole. 
But to-morrow at four, we will both play the Scum, 
And you'll be Catullus, the R — I Mamurra.'' 

"Dear M. — having got thus &r, I am intet- 
rupted by * * * *. JO o'clock. 

" Half-past 11. » * * * is gone. I must dress 
for Lady Heatlicote's. — Addio." 

Our day in the prison was, if not agreeable, »l 
least novel and odd. 1 had, for Lord Byron's sate, 
stipulated with our host beforehand, that the party 
should be, as much as possible, confined to otir- 
selves ; and, as far as regarded dinner, my wishei 
had been attended to ; — there being present, be- 
sides a member or two of Mr. Hunt's own family, 
no other stranger, that I can recollect, but Mr. 
Mitchell, the ingenious translator of Aristophaoefc 
Soon after dinner, however, there dropped in some 
ur host's literary friends, who, being utter 
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B to Lord Byron and myself, rather dis- 
the ease into which we were all settling, 
these, I remember, was Mr. John Scott, — 
*he writer, afterwards, of some severe attacks on 
■Ijord Byron ; and it is painful to think that, among 
*lie persons then assembled round the poet, there 
^auld have been one so soon to step forth the as- 
«ailanC of his living fame, while another, less man- 
"ful, was to reserve the cool venom for his grave. 

On the 2d of June, in presenting a petition to 
the House of Lords, he made his third and last ap- 
pearance as an orator, in that assembly. In his 
way home from the House that day, he called, I 
remember, at my lodgings, and found me dressing 
in a very great hurry for dinner. He was, I recol- 
lect, in a state of most humorous exaltation af^er 
his display, and, while I hastily went on with my 
task in the dressing-room, continued to walk up 
and down the adjoining chamber, spouting forth for 
me, in a sort of mock heroic voice, detached sen- 
tences of the speech he had just been delivering. 
" I told them," he said, " that it was a most flagrant 
violation of the Constitution — that, if such thmgs 
were permitted, there was an end of English free- 
dom, and that " — "But what was this dreadful 

grievance?" I asked, interrupting him in his elo- 
quence. — " The grievance ? " he repeated, pausing 
BB if to consider — " Oh, ihat I forget."* It is 
impossible, of course, to convey an idea of the dra- 
matic humour with which he gave efi'ect to these 

3, petition from Major 
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words ; but his look and manner on such occauM ^^ 
were irresistibly comic ; and it was, indeed, rate 1^ 
in such turns of fim and oddity, than in any noR 1^ 
elaborate exhibition of wit, that the pleasantry tf 1^ 
his conversation consisted. In 

Though it is evident that, after the brilliant lOfr L 
cess of Childe Harold, he had ceased to think of L 
Parliament as an arena of ambition, yet, as afidd l| 
for observation, we may take for granted it wn 
not unstudied by him. To a mind of such quid 
and various views, every place and pursuit pre* 
sonted some aspect of interest ; and whether in the 
hall-room, the boxing-school, or the senate, afl 
must have been, b}' genius like his, turned to profit 
The il^llowing are a few of the recollections and 
impressions which I find recorded by himself of his 
sihort parliamentary career : — 

•* 1 have never heard any one who fulfilled my 
i Jt\tl of an orator. Grattan would have been near 
ii. but for his harlequin delivery. Pitt I nerer 
hcNU^l. Fox but once, and then he struck me as a 
ii(^tor« which to me seems as different from an 
orator as an improvisatore, or a versifier, firom 
a piX't. Grey is great, but it is not oratoiy. 
Oaiminji^ is sometimes very like one. Windham 
1 did not admire, though all the world did; it 
s«vmeil sad sophistry. AVhitbread was the Demos- 
thenes of bad taste and vulgar vehemence, but 
stAV^« and English. Holland is impressive firom 
st^nse ai\d sincerity. Lord Lansdowne good, but 
still a debater only. Grenvilie I like vastly, if he 
would (>nme his s^peechc^ do^cw to aa hour's de- 
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iiivery. Burdett is sweet and gilvery as Belial 
liimftelf, and I tliink the greatest favourite in Pan- 
demonium; at least I always heard the country 
gentlemen and the ministcria] devilry praise his 
IQ>eeches up stairs, and run down from Bellamy's 
jMien he was upon his legs. I heard Bob Milnes 
niake his tecond speech ; it made no impression. I 
like Ward — studied, but keen, and sometimes elo- 
queot. Peel, my school and form fellow (we sat 
within two of each other), strange to say, I have 
taever heard, though I ot\en wished to do so ; but 
|iTon] what I remember of him at Harrow, he is, or 
mhouid be, among the best of them. Now 1 do not 
wdmire Mr. Wilbcrforce's speaking ; it is nothing 
fbut a flow of words — ' words, words, alone.' 

I doubt greatly if the English have any elo- 
quence, properly so called ; and am inclined to 
think that the Irish had a great deal, and thai the 
trench leiU have, and have had in Mirabeau. Lord 
Chatham and Burke are the nearest approaches to 
frators in England. I don't know what Erskine 
Intty have been at the bar, but in the House I wish 
liim at the bar once more. Lauderdale is shrill, 
snd Scotch, and acute. 

" But amongst all these, good, bad, and indif- 
ferent, I never heard the speech which was not too 
long for the auditors, and not very intelligible, ex- 
cept here and there. The whole thing is a grand 
deception, and as tedious and tiresome as may be 
to those who must be often present. I heard 
Sheridan only once, and that briefly, but I liked 
his voice, his manner, and his wit : and he is the 

VOL. II. p 
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only one of them I ever wished to hear at greUet 

" The impression of Parliament upon me w>!i 
that its members are not formidable as tpeiulan, 
but very much so as an attdieace; because is u 
numerous a body there may be little eloquence, 
(after all, there were but two thorough orators in 
all antiquity, and I suspect still fewer in modeni 
times,) but there must be a leaven of thought and 
good sense sufHcient to make them laiow what i> 
right, though they can't express it nobly. 

" Horne Tooke and Roscoe both are s^d to have 
declared that they left Parliament with a higher 
opinion of its a^regate integrity and abilities than 
that witli which tliey entered it. The genersl 
amount of both in most Parliaments is probaU)' 
about the same, as also the number of speakers and 
their talent. I except orators, of course, because 
they are things of ages, and not of septennial or 
triennial re-unions. Neither House ever struck me 
with more awe or respect than the same number of 
Turks in a divan, or of Methodists in a barn, would 
have done. Whatever diffidence or nervousness 1 
felt (and I felt both, in a great degree) arose from 
the number rather than the quality of the assein- 
blage, and the thought rather of the ptiblic vnAo«l 
than die persons within, — knowing (as all know) 
that Cicero himself, and probably the Messiah, 
could never have altered the vote of a single lord 
of the bedchamber, or bishop. I thought out House 
dull, but the other animating enough upon great 
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J heai-d that when Grattan made his first 
in the English ComniDns, it was for some 
:a doubtful whether to laugh at or cheer him. 
t of his predecessor, Flood, had been a 
; failure, under nearly similar circum- 
But when the miniBterial part of our 
seoators had watched Pitt (their thermometer) ibr 
the cue, and saw him nod repeatedly his stately 
nod of approbation, they took the hint from their 
huntsman, and broke out into the most rapturous 
cheers. Grattan's speech, indeed, deserved them ; 
it was a c/ief-d'teuvre. I did not hear that speech of 
hiB (being then at Harrow), but heard most of his 
others on die same question — also that on the war 
of 1815. I differed from his opinions on the latter 
question, but coincided in the general admiration of 
his eloquence. 

"When I met old Courtenay, the orator, at 
Rogers's, the poet's, in 1811-12, I was much taken 
with the portly remams of liis fine figure, and the 
still acute quickness of his conversation. It was he 
who silenced Flood in the English House by a 
crushing reply to a hasty dibi'tt of the rival of 
Gnittan in Ireland. I asked Courtenay (for I like 
to trace motives) if he had not some personal pro- 
vocation ; for the acrimony of his answer seemed to 
me, as I had read it, to involve it. Courtenay said 
' he had ; that, when in Ireland (being an Irish- 
man), at the bar of the Irish House of Commons, 
Flood bad made a personal and unfair attack upon 
Ainuelf, who, not being a member of that House, 
F 2 
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could not defend himself, and that some yean 
afterwards the opportunity of retort offering m the 
English Parliament, he could not resist it.' He 
certainly repaid Flood with interest, for Hood never 
made any figure, and only a speech or two aftw- 
wards, in the English House of Commons. I mu« 
except, however, his speech on Reform in 1790, 
which Fox called ' the best he ever heard upon ikl 

For some time he had entertained thoughts of 
going again abroad ; and it appeared, indeed, to be 
a sort of relief to him, whenever he felt melancholj 
or harassed, to turn to the freedom and solitude d 
a life of travel as his resource. During the depres- 
sion of spirits which he laboured under, whQe print- 
ing Childe Harold, " he would frequently," aj» 
Mr. Dallas, " talk of selling Newstead, and of going 
to reside at Naxos, in the Grecian Archipelago,— 
to adopt the eastern coEtume and customs, and to 
pass his time in studying the Oriental language! 
and literature." The excitement of the triunqA 
that soon after ensued, and the success which, in 
other pursuits besides those of literature, attendeii 
him, again diverted his tlioughta from these migra- 
tory projects. But the roving fit soon returned; 
and we have seen, from one of his letters to Mr. 
William Bankes, tliat he looked forward to finding 
himself, in the course of this sprung, among the 
mountains of his beloved Greece once more. Fot 
a time, this plan was exchanged for the more 
social project of accompanying his friends, the 



fimily of Lord Oxford, to Skily; and it was while 
'^engaged in lii« preparatives for tliis expedition that 
■ibe annexed letters were written. 






TO MR. MURRAY. 



" Maidenhead, June 13. 1813. 

" • " ■ I have read the ' Strictures,' which are 
juBt enough, and not grossly abusive, in very fair 
eoUplets. There is a note against Massinger near 
tbe end, and one caiuiot quarrel with one's com- 
pany, at any rate. The author detects some in- 
txmgruous figures in a passage of English Borde, 
page 23., but which edhion I do not know. In the 
aoU copy in your possession — I mean the ^Jik 
edition — you may make these nlierations, that I 
may profit (though a little too late) by his remarks : 
— For ■ hellish instinct,' substitute 'brutal instinct;' 
' Aarpiet' alter to 'feloM; ' and for ' blood-hounds ' 
write ' hell-hounds.' • These he ' very bitter words. 

" In an Brdcle on this Satire (mitten for Cumberland's 
Beriew, but never printed) by thM most amiable mnn and 
Oicellent piwt, the late Rev. William Crowe, the ini 
of these metaphoi 






of 



<, he b 



diflferent animals. Allow him but the composs of thret lines, 
wad he wiU inetimorpbose lum from a wolf into a harpy, and 
in three more he will make him a blood-hound." 

There are also in this MS. critique some curious instances 
at ovought or ignorance adduced from Ihu Satire ; such aa 
" Fith from HeUcoa" — "Attic flowers Aamn odours 



." &C Ac 



P s 





L 



I^ » I du« BM pMU ife tfc^ tfcer c» do n I 
iKHwktf HK m. ■n'lftrrtfiM to mem llie wif til 
imtaiutKt. The pMn^e is co^ hnfre hag^ 



pltHB^ V JOB &ect to Ttast OSiae, PortMMNid^ 
ta MAif ftt^ 1 wO aemi mA Rcare toot ktta. 
T— mwu tJd. ne of Ae ftwhciwiwg critique « 
lk*&w; Hidl^ not thinl 
he ■ neeence/ whkli ww^ 
I Ug^ iHfc diHi that M- 
ot iHHHt not (xri 
«t Ae it nil am ef Ae ewMflfc w^dWriifa,- eadlbe 
«tide is «et]r «cB vrili^ Tk gcnend horror cf 
*,^«9aHaft* H^n »e mnnhm fer ' The Giaour:' 
bat jTHi BVoU pidfiA it — I presmie, br this time, 
la jw i\\\i.«lun\ Bet as I consented, vhatem 
he its fete, I v^t bott quarrel with jdu, eren 
ibaa^ I detect it in mj pastry i but I shall not 
open a pie witboot apprdeoiicra for some we^s. 

** The bocdra which mav be marked G. O. I wiU 
cany ooL Do you know Clarke's Naufra^a? I 
am told that he asserts the Jint volume of Rotno- 
son Crtisoe was written by the first Lord Oxford, 
when in the Tower, and given by him to Defoe ; it 
true, it is a curious anecdote. Have you got back 
Lord Brooke's MS.? and what does Heber say of 
it ? Write to me at Portsmouth. Ever yours, 4c. 



«N." 
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TO MR. MURRAY. 



" Will you forward the enclosed answer to the 
Undest letter I ever received in my life, my sense 
of which I can neither expreaa to Mr. Gifford hira- 
B^f nor to any one else? Ever yours, 

"N." 

Letteb lea. TO W, GIFFORD, ESQ. 

"June 18. 1813. 

" My dear Sir, 

" I feel greatly at a loss how to write to you 
Bt all ' — still more to thank you as I ought. Jf you 
knew the veneration with which I have ever re- 
garded you, long before I had the most distant 
prospect of becoming your acquaintance, literary 
or persona], my embarrassment would not surprise 

" Any suggestion of yom-s, even were it con- 
veyed in the less tender shape of the text of the 
Baviad, or a Monk Masou note in Massinger, would 
have been obeyed ; I should have endeavoured to 
bnprove myself by your censure : judge then if I 
should be less willing to profit by your kindness. 
It is not for me to bandy compliments with my 
elders and my betters : I receive your approbation 
with gratitude, and will not return my brass for 
your gold by expressing more fully those seutimcnts 




nhich, however sincere, trould, I 
^ Inow, be unwdcome. 

" To yaut advice on religious topics, I shall equaSj' 
attend. Perhaps the best way will be by avoiding 
tbem altogether. The already published objection- 
able passages iiave been much cammented vyaa, 
but certainly have been rather etroogly interpreted. 
I am no bigot to inlidclity, and did not expect that, 
because I doubted the immortality of man, I should 
be charged with denying the existence of a God. It 
was the comparative insignificance of ourselves and 
our yyorid, when placed in coniparisoD with the 
mighty whole, of which it is an atom, that first led 
me to imagine that our pretensions to eternity mighl 
be over-rated. 

" This, and being early disgusted with a Cal- 
vinistic Scotch school, where I was cudgelled to 
church for the first ten years of my life, afflicted me 
with this malady ; for, al\cr all, it is, 1 beheve, a 
disease of tbemind as much as other kinds of hypo- 
chondria."* 

LMTT.S 12S. TO MR. MOORE. 

" June 9S. laiS- 
" Yesterday I dined in company with * • •, the 
Epicene,' whose politics are sadly changed. She 
s for the Lord of Israel and the Lord of Liverpool 
— a vile antithesis of a Methodist and a Toty— taSo' 
«f nothing but devotion and tiic ministry, and, I pt^. 



• The rcnrnindor of thij 1 



I appears, baa bi 



le, expects that God and the government will 
help her to a pension. 

Murray, tlic a>a£ of publishers, the Anau of 
oners, has a design upon you in the paper hne. 
He wants you to hecoine the staple and stipendiary 
editor of a periodical work. What say you? Will 
you be bound, like ■ Kit Smart, to write for ninety- 
nine years in the Universal Visiter?' Seriously he 
talks of hundreds a year, and — though I hate 
prating of the beggarly elements — his proposal may 
be to your honour and proiit, and, I am very sure, 
wai be to our pleasure. 

" I don't know what to say about ' friendship.' I 
never was in friendship but once, in my nineteenth 
year, and tlien it gave me as much trouble as love. 
I am afraid, as Whitbread's sire said to the king, 
fdien he wanted to knight him, that I am ' too old:' 
but, nevertheless, no one wishes you more friends, 
Csme, and felicity, tlian Yours," &c. 

Having relinquished bis design of accompanying 
the Oxfords to Sicily, he again thoitght of the East, 
as will be seen by the following letters, and pro- 
ceeded so for in his preparations for the voyage as 
to purchase of Love, the jeweller, of Old Bond 
Street, about a dozen snuff-boxes, as presents for 
■ome of his old Turkish acquamtances. 



•.«mK 124. TO MR. MOOTIE. 

"•!. Benedictine Street, SL James's, July B. 18 

•Ipeesame by your silence that lUave\iWi4CTe.ft. 




■•q mmtdmg ■•»■> ■ Mjr nfif to yaat Uitet, 
far the wUch I fa^ kve ut and beforehand ■ 

MMfHg fi l l er- ■*«* j«* "^ "w"!" " »°y' • 

ilifMtiflfllMt^briaMtecfHde^ If I err in m^ 

tke tte froai you, in puttii^ 
a la^ ■ fBHauine. God lie 
■d; hM be abo kiM>ir«(irbe 
it not ■■ in di fcrM H w monali as tbe nondalad 
detbei of LncKtina), iftM jmi are tbe Issi person 1 
want m nlf wit Shiflhare^ — wfaj^the dcvii don't 
joo nj it at oace, and ^qiectorate jour spleen? 

" Rogers is oat of town with Madame de SlaE^ 
who hath published an Eisuy f^ainst Suicide, wbidi. 
1 presume, will make Eom^)ody shoot himself;— 
a sermon by Blinkensop, in proof o( Christianity, st 
B hitherto most orthodox acquaintance of mine out 
of a chapel of ease a perfect atheist. Have ;ou 
found or founded a residence yet ? and have yoa 
b^un or finished a poem ? If you won't tel" 
what /have done, pray say what you have done, or 
left undone, yourself. 1 am still in equipment for 
voyaging, and anxious to hear from, or of, you b^bn 
I go, which anxiety you should remove more res 
as you think I sha'n't cogitate about you afterwards- 
I shall give the lie to that calumny by fifty for^a 
letters, particularly from any place where the pl^ue 
is rife, — without a drop of vinegar or a whiff of 
sulphur to save you from infection. 

" The Oxfords have sailed almost a fortnigb^ and 
my sister is in town, which is a great comfort — fbf) 
never having been much together, we are naturally 
^more attached to each other. I presume the illu- 
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have conflagrated to Derby (or wherever 

are) by this time. We are just recovering from 

lult and train oil, and transparent fripperies, and 

the noise and nonsense of victory. Drury Lane 

a large M. W., which some thought was Mar- 

1 Wellington ; others, that it miglit be translated 

into Manager Whitbread; while the ladies of the 

vicini^ of the saloon conceived the last letter to be 

complimentary to themselves. 1 leave this to the 

commentators to illustrate. If you don't answer 

this, 1 sha'n't say what you deserve, but I think / 

deserve a reply. Do you conceive there is no Post' 

Bag but the Twopenny? Sunburn me, if you are 

not too bad." 

Lerrai 125. TO MR. MOORE. 

"July 13. 1813. 

" Your letter set me at ease ; for I really thought 
(as I hear of your susceptibility) that I had said — I 
know not what — but something I should have been 
very sorry for, had it, or I, offended you; — though 
I don't see how a man with a beautiful wife — hit 
own children, — quiet — fame — competency and 
inends, (I will vouch for a thousand, which is more 
than I will for a unit in my own behalf,) can be of- 
fended with any thing. 

" Do you know, Moore, I am amazingly inclmed 
— remember I say but inclined — to be seriously en- 
amoured with Lady A. F.— but this ■ • has ruined 
all my prospects. However, you know her ; is she 
tAivr, or sensible, or good-tempered ? ei&» xoffM. 






I 
^ 

W 



do— 1 tcntcb out tfae wUL I iloa*i 
beaatj — thu I (ee; but my circumstances an 
tneadiag, and were not way other prospects bladcen- 
11^, I woold take a wije, and that shoidd be tbe 
woman, bad I a chance. I do not yet know bei 
much, bm better than I did. 

" t want to get sway, but find difficulty in conn- 
paising a passage in a ship of war. They luii 
better let me go ; if I cannot, patriotism b the worii 
— ' nay, an' they'll mouth, 111 nmt as well as thej.' 
Now, what are you doing? — writing, <ve oil hopci 
for our own sakes. Remember you roust edlle mj 
posthumous works, with a Life of the Author, Isi 
which I will send you Confessions, dated, 'Lwi- 
retto,' Smyrna, Malta, or Palermo — one can die aoj" 
where. 

" There is to be a thing on Tuesday ycleped i 
national fete. The Regent and • • • are to be there, 
and every body else, who has shillings enough fis 
what was once a guinea. Vaushall is the scene— 
there are six tickets issued for the modest women, 
and it is supposed there will be three to spare. The 
passports for the lax are beyond my arithmetic 

" P. S. — The Stael last night attacked me most 
furiously — said that I had 'no right to make love— 
thatlhod used » » barbarously — that I had no feel- 
ing, and was totally insensible to ta belle passioit, 
and had been all my life.' I am very glad to hear 
it, but did not know it before. Let me hear from 
you anon." 



U¥F OP LORD BYRON. 



LiTTKB 126. TO MR, MOOKE. 

" July SS. 1813. 

" I am not well versed enough in the ways of 
single woman to make much matrimonial progreBB. 
' I have been dining like the dragon of Wantley 
for this last week. My head aches with the vintage 
' various cellars, and ray brains are muddled as 
their dregs. I met your friends the D • • 8 : — she 
g one of your best songs so well, that, but for the 
appearance of affectation, 1 could have cried; he 
reminds me of Hunt, but handsomer, and more 
musical in soul, perhaps. I wish to God he may 
conquer his horrible anomalous complamt. TTie 
upper part of her face is beautiful, and she seems 
much attached to her husband. He is right, never- 
theless, in leaving this nauseous town. The first 
winter would infallibly destroy her complexion, — 
i the second, very probably, every thing else. 
" I must tell you a story. M • • (of indifferent 
memory) was dining out the other day, and com- 
plaining of the P — e's coldness to his old wassailers. 
• • (a learned Jew) bored him with questions — 
why this? and why that? 'Why did the P — e act 
IS?' — 'Why, sir, on account of Lord ■ •, who 
ought to be ashamed of himself.' — ' And why ought 
Lord • • to be ashamed of himself?' — ' Because 
the P — e, sir, •••••• •■ •.'— ' And why, sir, 

did the P — e cut j/ou ?' — ' Because, G — d d— mme, 
air, I stuck to my principles.' — ' And wAy did you 
eticlc li>_four principles?' 



I 

I 



I 
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" Is not this last question tlie beet that wasi 
put, when jou consider to whom ? It nearly 1^ 
M • •- Perhaps you roay tlilok it stupid. 
Goldsmith said about the peaa, it was a very 
joke when I heard it — as I did from an 
— and is only spoilt in my narration. 

" The seasoD has dosed with a dandy ball 
but 1 have dinners with the Ilarrowbys 
and Frere and Mackintosh, where I shall drink your 
health in a silent bumper, and regret your absence 
till ' too much canaries ' wash away my memory, or 
render it superfluous by a vision of you at the oppo- 
site side of the table. Canning has disbanded bit 
party by a speech from his • " • ' — the true throne 
of a Tory. Conceive his turning them off in a fonnsl 
harangue, and bidding theoi think for themselves. 
' 1 have led my ragamuffins where they are wrfl 
peppered. There are but three of the 1 50 left alive, 
and they are for the Towns-end (^uery, might not 
Falstaff mean the Bow Street officer ? I dare sij 
Malone's posthumous edition will have it so) for 
life." 

" Since I wrote last, I have been into the country, 
I journeyed by night — no incident, or accident, but 
an alarm on ihe part of my valet on the outside, 
who, in crossing Epping Forest, actually, 1 believe, 
flung down his purse before a mile-stone, with a 
glow-worm in the second figure of number XIX — 
mistaking it for a footpad and dark lantern. I can 
only attribute his fears to a pair of new pistols where- 
with I had armed him : and he thought it necessary 
ay his vigWatvcc by coKvn^ oaV X.o -ajt -wViai- 



^ever we passed any thing — no matter whether 
l^tioving or stationary. Conceive ten miles, with a 
:Cremor every furlong, I have scribbled you a fear- 
fully loag letter. This sheet must be blank, and is 
iDcrely a wrapper, to preclude the tabellarians of the 
post from peeping. Yon once complained of my not 
writing; — I will ' heap coals of fire upon your head' 
by not complaining of your not reading. Ever, my 
dear Moore, your'n (isn't that tlie Staffordshire ter- 
mination ?) 

" BvRoN." 



TO MR. MOORE. 



-Jul, 2' 



" When you next imitate the style of ' Tacitus,' 
pray add, ' de moribus Germanorum;' — this last 
was a piece of barbarous silence, and could only be 
taken from the IVoods, and, as such, I attribute it 
entirely to your sylvan sequestration at Mayfield 
Cottage. You will Gnd, on casting up accounts, 
tliat you are my debtor by several sheets and one 
epistle. I shall bring my action ; — if you don't dis- 
charge, expect to hear from my attorney. I have 
forwarded your letter to Ruggiero ; but don't make 
a postman of me again, for fear I should be tempted 
to violate your sanctity of wax or wafer, 

" Believe me ever yours indiffnantlg, 



tempted ^H 
ntly, H 
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!^ TO MR. MOORE. 

*^ Can't yoa be satisfied with the pangs di nj 
jealousy of Rogers, without actually makiDg me Ae 
pander of your epistolary intrigue ? This is the se* 
cond letter you hare enclosed to my address, not* 
withstanding a miraculous long answer, and a sub- 
sequent short one or two of jour own. If you do 
so again. I can't tell to what pitch my fury may soar. 
I shall send you verse or arsenic, as likely as any 
thing. — four thousand couplets on sheets beyond 
the privilege of franking; that privil^e, sir, of which 
you take an undue advantage over a too susceptible 
senator, by forwarding your lucubrations to every 
one but himself. I won't frank ^mm you, or for jCfOt 
or to you — may I be curst if I do, unless you mend 
your manners. I disown you — I disclaim you — and 
by all the powers of Eulogy, I will write a panegyric 
upon you — or dedicate a quarto — if you don't make 
me ample amends. • 

" P. S. — I am in training to dine with Sheridan 
and Rogers this evening. I have a little spite against 
R., and will shed his * Clary wines pottle-deep.' 
This is nearly my ultimate or penultimate letter; 
for I am quite equipped, and only wait a passage. 
Perhaps I may wait a few weeks for Sligo, but not 
if I can help it.*' 

He had, with the intention of going to Greece, 
applied to Mr.Crokex, iVie ^^ct^xiax^ ^^ live Ad- 
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^niralty, to procure him a passage on board a king's 
ttap to the Mediterranean ; and, at the request of 
this gentleman. Captain Carlton, of the Boyne, who 
i»a» just then ordered to reinforce Sir Edward Pel- 
lew, consented to receive Lord Byron into his cabin 
&r the voyage. To the letter announcing tliis offer, 
the following is the reply. 

Lit™ 129. TO MR, CROKEK. 

" Bt-Slr., Augusta. 1813. 

« Dear Sir, 

" I was honoured with your unexpected* and 
very obliging letter, when on the point of leaving 
Irfjndon, which prevented me from acknowledging 
my obligation as quickly as I felt it sincerely. I am 
endeavouring all in my power to be ready before 
Saturday — and even if I should not succeed, I can 
only blame my own tardiness, which will not the 
less enhance the benefit I have lost. I have only to 
add my hope of forgiveness for all my trespasses on 
your time and patience, and with my best wishes for 
your public and private welfare, I have the honour 
to be, most truly, your obliged and most obedient 
servant, 

" Byron. " 



• He oUls the lelter of Mr. Crofcei 



Ihat gentleman had i 
pect of ■ passage, ni 
in pcnnt of society. 



ineipected," Lecni 
dcnee and interviews on the auhji 
:n able to hold out so early 
which w»8 likely to be so 
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So early as the autumn of this year, a fifth edilimi I 
of The Giaour was required ; and again his fmtj I 
teemed with fresh materials for its pages. The I 
verses commencing " The browsing camels' bells ar 
tinkling," and the four pages that follow the line, I 
" Yes, love indeed is light from heaven," were ill I 
added at thb time. Norhad the overflowings of hiil 
mind even yet ceased, as 1 find in the poem, u ' 
exists at present, stit i further additions, — and, ai 
ihem, those four brilliant lines, — 

" Sbc Has B form of ]i{e and light, 
Tl^l^ seen, b«c(un(? a port of sight. 
And rose, whiae'er I turn'd mine eye 
The Moming-atar at memory V 

The following notes and letters to Mr. Mumj, 

during tliese outpourings, will show how irresistible 
was the impulse under which he vented his thoughts. 

" If you send more proofs, I shall never finish 
this infernal story — 'Eccesignum' — thirty-three 
more lines enclosed ! to the utter diseomiiture of 
the printer, and, I fear, not to your advantage. 



" Hair-iiml Iwo ID die moming, Aug. 10. IS13. 

" Dear Sir, 

" Pray suspend the proofs, for 1 am bitten agam, 
and have quantitiet for other parts of the bravm^ 
" Yours ever, B. 

" P. S. — You shall have tliem in tJie course of 



ift^ 
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130. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" August 26. 1813. 

liave looked over and corrected one proof, but 
I carefully (God knows if you can read it 
ij but I can't) as to preclude your eye from 
Aering somo omission of mine or cominiiisioa of 
your printer. If you have patience, look it over. 
Do you know anybody who can stop — Imcan^otnt 
—commas, and so fortJi? for I am, I hear, a sad 
■ hand at your punctuation. I have, but with some 
• difficulty, not added any more to this snake of a 
poem, which has been lengthening its rattles every 
is now fearfully long, being more than a 
Canto and a half of Childe Hurold, which contains 
but 882 lines per book, with all late additions in- 
clusive. 

"The last lines Hodgson H 
does, and when lie don't hi 
energy, and I fret and alter. 

I to soften the ferocity of o 
dying man, have given t ' 
himself. 

" I was quite sorry to hear you say you stayed in 
.own on my account, and I hope sincerely you did 
lot mean so superfluous a piece of politeness. 

" Our six critiques! — they would have made half 
a Quarterly by themselves ; but this is the age of 
criticism." 



kes. It is not alien he 

i tells me with great 

I have thrown them 

r Iniidel, and, for a 

a good deal to say for 



Q 2 





or THX 

refer affareaily to a still lata I 



TO HK. HURRAY. 



^ 
^ 



1, Oct 3. ISll I 

■ 1 !■*« j«n recolkcted >n afteration you uj I 
■akeoidtepnmf wbeHBt to Aston. — Among tUl 
ian oa Hwrw't Soa^ Bot hi from the begiiinm^ I 



> tlMre naplies more than one, and Solitude if 
c ^^1 ii*li ■■■II ; it must be thus — 

' For MM^ • ^iUed chnnber 's there. 



uid SO on. — MiF adidress is Aston Hall, RatherhaDi. 

"Will jwo adopt this correctioD? and pray accqt 

a StSton dieese from me fiw your trouble. Ever 



"Note. — To partake of food — to break bread and 

taste salt with your host, ensures the safety of die 

guest ; even though an enemy, his person bam that 

becomes sacred. 

There is another additional note Beat yesterdiy 

n the Priest in the ConfessionaL 



-I leave this to your discretion ; if any 
thinks the old line a good one or tlie cheese a 
bad one, don't accept either. But, in that case, the 
word share is repeated soon after in the line — 

I " To share the master's bread and salt j 

rand must be altered to — 

" To break the master'a bread and salt. 

This is not SO well, lliough — confound it!" 

LnufL 132. TO MR. MU8BAT. 

" Oct. 12. 1813, 

" You must look The Giaour again over carefully ; 
there are a few lapses, particularly itt the last page. 
— ' I know 'twas false; she could not die;' it was, 
and ought to be — ' I knew' Pray observe this and 
siniilar mistakes. 

" I have received and read the British Review. I 
really think the writer in most points very right. The 
only mortifying thing is the accusation of imitation. 
CroMe's passage I never saw ■ ; and Scott I no 



• The passage refuned to by the Reviewer! is in the poem 
entillnl " Hcsontment ; " and the following is, I take tta 
gnnted, ibe part which Lord Byron is accused by tbnn of 
hating imitated : — 

" Those are hte wai — apply them to Ibe fire. 
Melting, they take th' improBsions you desire ; 
Easy to mould, and fashion as you please. 
And again moulded with an equal ease : 
Like smelted iron these the fonna leUin-, 
Bat, once impress'd, will never meU Bgoo." 
a 3 
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JiirLher meant to follow than in liis lyric measure, I 
which is Gray's, Milton'a, and any one's who Ilka I 
it. The Giaour is certainly a bad character, but «i 
dangerous ; and I think his fate and his feelings wiD I 
meet with few proselytes. I shall be very glad to 

r from or of you, when you please ; but donl I 
put yourself out of your way on my 

Letteb 133. TO MR. MOORE. 

" Bennet Street, August 52. iB19. 

" As our late — I might say, deceased — cant- 
s[>andence had too much of the town-life leaven in 
it, we will now, ' paulo majora,' prattle a little oT 
literature in all its branches; and first of the first— 
criticism. The Prince is at Brighton, and Jitcluon, 
the boxer, gone to Margate, having, I believe, de- 
coyed Yarmouth to see a milling in that poliM 
neighbourhood. Mad", de Stael Holstein has lofl 
one of her young barons, who has beon carbonadoed 
by a vile Teutonic adjutant, — kilt and killed in a 
cofFee-houBe at Scrawsenhawsen. Corinne i^ of 
course, what all mothers must be, — but will, I ven- 
ture to prophesy, do what few molhera could — 
Essay upon it. She cannot exist without 
a grievance — and somebody to see, or read, how 
much grief becomes her. I have not seen her since 
; but merely judge (not very cliaritably) 
iVom prior observation, 

" In a 'mail-coach copy' of the Edinbui^h, I 
perceive The Giaour is second article. The numbers 
■re still in the Leit^i sma<&- — ■pruii, ■ujlu>*.iima>» 
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df The Baid article ii 



nild s 



ihtimental, that it mast be written by Jeffrey in 
iote; — you know he is gone to America to marry 
some fair one, of whom he has been, for several 
quarters, iperdument mnoureux. Seriously — as 
Winifred Jenkins says of Lismahago — Mr. Jeffrey 
(or his deputy) ' has done the handsome thing by 
me,' and I say nothing. But this I will say, if you 
and I had knocked on^ another on the head in this 
quarrel, how he would have laughed, and what a 
mighty bad figure we should have cut in our post' 
hnmous works. By the by, I was called in the 
other day to mediate between two gentlemen bent 
upon carnage, and, — after a long struggle be- 
tween the natnral desire of destroying one's fellow- 
creatures, and the dislike of seeing men play the 
foQl for nothing, — I got one to make an apology, 
and the other to take it, and lefl them to live happy 
ever afier. One was a peer, the other a friend un- 
titled, and both fond of high play ; — and one, I can 
swear for, though very mild, 'not fearful,' and so 
dead a shot, that, though the other is the thinnest 
of men, he would have spHt him like a cane. They 
both conducted themselves very well, and I put them 
out of pain as soon as I could. 

"There is an American Life of G.F.Cooke, 
Seurra deceased, lately published. Such a book 1 
—I believe, since Drunken Barnaby's Journal, 
nothing like it has drenched the press. All green- 
room and tap-room — drams and the drama — 
brandy, whisky-punch, and, latUrbj, toddy, overflow 
every page. Two things are rather marv^04*i — 
Q 4- 
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first, that a man sliould live so long drunk, and, next, 
that lie should have found a sober biographer. Then 
are some very laughable things in it, neverthelesii 
— but the piuts he swallowed, and the parts he 
performed, are too regularly regbtered. 

" All this time you wonder I am not gone ; so da 
I ; but the accounts of the plague are very pcf^ 
plexing — not so much for the thing itself as iIk 
quarantine established in ^1 ports, and from all 
places, even from Eugland. It is true, the forty en 
sixty days would, in all probability, be as foolishly 
spent on shore as in the ship ; hut one like's to ian 
one's choice, nevertheless. Town is awfully emp^; 
but not the worse for that I am really puzzled wilh 
my perfect ignorance of what I mean to do; — not 
stay, if I can help it, but where to go ? ■ Sligo is 
for the North ; — a pleasant place, Petersburgh, b 

■ One of bis iiavcUing projectB appears lo have been a lisil 
[o Abyssinia: — al leajit, I haie found, among hia papera, t 
letter founded on tliat supposidon, in whicli the writer eotrtBti 
of him lo pnKurc iofomiation concerning " a kingdom of Jewi 
mentioned by Bruce as residing on Ihc mountain of Samea in 
that country, I liave bad the honour," he adds, " of some 
correspondence with the Rev. Dr. Buchanan and the reverend 
and learned G. 9. Faber, on the subject of the existence of thii 
kingdom of Jews, which, if it prove to be a fact, will mon 

clearly eluddale many of the Scripture prophecies ; and, 

if Providence favours your Lordship's mission to Abyssinia, an 
intercourse might be established between England and that 
country, and the English ships, according to the Rev. Mr. 
Faber, might be the principal means of transporting 
kingdom of Jews, now in Abyssinia, ta Egypt, in the w|f i 
Ihtir own countiy, Psle^iiini " 
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mber, with t 



muff, 



B tumbling into one's neukdoth or pockei-hand 
Hercbief ! If tbe winter treated Buunaparte with so 
lUttle ceremony, what would it inflict upon your 
^litary traveller ? — Give me a sun, 1 care not how 
Jiot, and sherbet, I care not how cool, and wi^ 
Heaven is as easily made as your Persian's. * The 
Giaour is now a thousand and odd Ibes. ' Lord 
Fanny spins a thousand such a day,' eh, Muore? — 
thou wilt needs be a wag, but I ibrgive it. Yours 

ar, " Bn. 

" P.S. I perceive I have written a flippant and 
rather cold-hearted letter I let it go, however. I 
have said nothing, either, of the brilliant sex; but 
the fact is, I am at this moment in a far more 
serious, and entirely new, scrape than any of the 
last twelve months, — and that is saying a good deal. 

s unlucky we can neither live with nor without 

se women. 

' I am now thinking of regretting that, just as I 
have left Newstead, you reside near it. Did you 
ever see it ? do — but don't tell me that you like it. 
If I had known of such intellectual neighbourhood, 
I don't think I should have quitted it. You could 
have come over so often, as a bachelor, — for it was 
a thorough bacliclor's mansion — plenty of wine and 
audi sordid sensualities — 'with books enough, room 
eoough, and an air of antiquity about all (except the 

" A Peraian'a Hcay'n is caMly made — 
'lis but bkct eyes and leiDuntMJe." 
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losses) that would have suited you, when pensire, 
aiid served you to laugh at when in glee. I bid 
built myselt'a bath and a rauit — and now I ehan't 
even be buried in it. It is odd that we can'i 
be certain of a grare, at least a particular o 
remember, when about fifteen, reading your 
there, which I can repeat almost now, — and asliiif 
all kinds of questions about (he author, when I 
heard that he was not dead according to the preface; 
wondering if I should ever see him — and tlioi^ 
at that time, without tbe smallest poetical pro^ 
mysell> very much taken, as you may imagine, with 
thitl volume. Adieu — I commit you to the tare 
ttt'tW gods — Hindoo, Scandinavian, and Hellemcl 

" P. S. ad. ITiere is an excellent revii 
Unatni's Correspwidence and Mad', de Slael 
tf*. of the £. B. Jeffrey, himself, was ray critic 
Wt y««r; but tbis is, I believe, by anotlier hani 
I h«fi« ywi we going on with your grand 
— pray do— or that damned Lucien Buonaparte 
will b««t v» aU. I have seen much of his poem in 
MS.. au»l h« really surpasses every thing beneadi 
fkfiW. Iltxlgson is translating him agaiast anothet 
btvU. You and (I believe. Risers,) Scott, Giffbrd) 
wkI vnysrif. are to be referred to as judges between 
Ihv nrauik— that is, if you accept the office. 
wiv« our diSerent opinions ! I think we, most of 
us (1 am talking very impudentlvi you will think 
•Kt. iuikt^l!) have a way of our own, — at least, yn 
■twl &.\>tt.t.-vrtaiDly have." 




■Sfei 



f-m' OF eShS itiiew; 



TO MR. MOORE. 



" August as. 1813. 

.y, niy dear Moore, ' there was a time ' — I 
heard of your tricks, when ' you was cam- 
paigning at the King of Boheniy.' I am much mis- 
takea if, some line London spring, about the year 
'^615) that time does not come again. After all, 
we must end in marriage ; and I can conceive 
nothing more delightfiil than such a state in the 
ODuntry, reading the county newspaper, &c., and 
fciBsing one's wife's maid. Seriously, I would in- 
corporate with any woman of decent demeanour to- 
morrow — that is, I would a month ago, but, at pre- 
sent, * • • 

Why don't you 'parody that Ode?'* — Do you 
Aink I should be tetchy^ or have you done it, and 
ne ? — You are quite right about Giam- 
ichid, and 1 have reduced it to a dissyllable within 
this half hour, f I am glad to hear you talk of 

• The Ode uf Horace, 



s of wlilfli I told h 



" Quanta laboran in Cliarjbdi ! 
Digue puCT meliaie Satntna 1 " 
first edition of The Giaour he had used this word u 
?, — " Bright as the gem of Giamachid," — but on 
remarking' to him, upon the authority ot Richardwm's 
Donaiy, that this was incortecl, W tiWiei '«. W 



J 
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" Bright as the ruby of Guunsdiid." On sedng tbis, hoireM)) 
I wrote Co him, <' (hut, as the compuisan of his heroioe's IJI 
to > ' ruby ' might uoluctily call up (he idea of its being blooi- , 
■hot, he bad better change the hne to " firight as the jewd of 
Giamschid;" — which he accordingly did in the followiig 

■ Uaving already endiavoured to obviate the charge ot 
vanity, to which 1 am aware I eipoae my5elf by Iwdng Ihia 
accessary to the pubhcation of eulogies, so nann and so little 
merited, on myself, I shall here only add, that it will abuiK 
dantly console me under such a charge, if, in whatever dt^iee 
the judgment of my noble friend may be called in questian fSv 
these praises, he shall, in the tame proportion, receive credit 
for the good-natuie and wambbsaiijediif^ b^ wtuch they were 
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but S • • 's unsaleablcs, — and these he hss 
d to spoi], by adopting only their most out' 
fictions. His persoaagea don't interest us, 
yours will. You will liave no competitor ; and, if 
had, you ought to be gkd of it. Tlie little I 
J done in that way is merely a ' voice in the 
lemeEs ' for you ; and if it has had any success, 
also will prove that the public are orientalising, 
pave the path for you. 

I have been thinking of a story, grafted on the 
Peri and a mortal — something like, 
only more phiUiTUkTopical than, Gazette's Diable 
Amoureux. It would require a good deal of poesy, 
Knd tenduness is not my forte. For that, and 
other reasons, I have given up the idea, and merely 
nicest it to you, because, in intervals of your 
greater work, 1 think it a subject you might make 
much of." If you want any more books, there is 
■ Castellan's Mceurs des Ottomans,' the best com- 

* I had slready, singularly cnuugh, anlictpated tbia tug. 
geition, by making the duughter of a Feri the hcrobic of ooe 
af my stories, and delailing the love adventuiet of ber alirinl 
paieni in an episode. In Acquainting Lord Byron witli this 
■inniinstaiicc, in tn; answer to tbe above letter, I added, " All 
1 vk of jour jriendship is - — not that you will abstain from 
Feria on my account, for that is loo much to lub oF human 
(or, at least, nuthnr'a) nature — but that, whenever you mean 
to pay your addresses to any of these aerial ladies, you will, at 
once, tell me so, frankly and instantly, and let mi 
have roy choice whether I shall be desperate enough to go on, 
with such a rival, or at once surrender the whole race 
hands, and tak^ for the future, to Antediiuvians with Mr. 
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I peudium of the kind I ever met with) ii 
tomea. I am really taking a liberty by talki 
this style to my ' elders and my betters;' — pa 

I it, and don't Hoc/iefoucault my motives." 



Lfttkb 135, TO MB. MOORE. 

*' August — Sffptembcri I m 

" I Bend you, begging your acceptanc 
and three vols, on Turkish Literature, 
looked into. The last I will thank you to read, ei 
tract what you want, and return in a week, as thejr 
are lent to me by that brightest of Northern cffli- 
Btellations, Mackintosh, — amongst many other kind 
things into which Jndia has wanned him, for I at 
sure your hortie Scotsman is of a less genial de- 

" Your Peri, my dear M., is sacred and in- 
violable ; 1 have no idea of touching the hem of her 
petticoat. Your affectation of a dislike to encounter 
me is so flattering, that I begin to think myself a 
very fine fellow. But you are laughing at me — 
' Stap my vitals, Tam I thou art a very impudent 
person;' and, if you are not laughing at me, you 
deserve to be laughed at. Seriously, what on earth 
can you, or have you, to dread from any poetical 
flesh breathing P It really puts me out of humour 
to hear you talk thus. 

" ' The Giaour' I have added to a good deal; 
but still in foolish fragments. It contains about 
1200 lines, or rather more — now printing. You 
will allow me to sen4 ^-om a cw-jv-j - Xovi i.^\^>,TOii 



J.TBX OF tORD BYRON, 39 

nicb by telling me that I Eun in your good graces, 

more particularly as to temper ; for, unluckily, 

ifcwe the reputation of a very bad one. But they 

l|^ the devil is amusing when pleased, and I must 

nie been mare venomous than the old serpent, to 

Ive hissed or stung in your company. It may be, 

id would appear to a third person, an incredible 

ling, but I know yow will believe me when I say, 

hat I am as anxious for your success as one human 

eing can be for another's, — as much as if I had 

ever scribbled a line. Surely the field of fame is 

ide enough for all ; and if it were not, 1 would 

lot willingly rob my neighbour of a rood of it. 

w you have a pretty property of some tliousand 

es there, and when you have passed your pre- 

it Inclosure Bill, your income will be doubled, 

[there's a metaphor, worthy of a Templar, namely, 

lert and low,) while niy wild common is too remote 

o incommode you, and quite incapable of such 

'ertflity. I send you (which return per post, as the 

[triuter would say) a curious letter from a friend of 

me *, which will lei you into tlie origin of ' Tlie 

Giaour.' Write soon. Ever, dear Moore, yours 

tnoBt entirely, &c. 

P. S. — Tliis letter was written to me on ac- 
count of a different story circulated by some gentle- 
iromen of our acquaintance, a little too close to the 
[text. The part erased contained merely some 
~*arkiBh namps, and circumstantial evidence of the 
^I'b detectiun, not very important or decorous." 



■ Tie letler af Lard 
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IJtf. TO 

«Siyl.5.18U. 

*^ YiHi ne^ not de joncsiiif Jif i ia to m dij wiA 
ToderjiL but fimii him jl jour L auMw e, lianrii^ aBH* 
Qomisiiti him incj roidi amiucxcmns as joa want; I 
da nat bejile;^^ rhat he hus evis' ii mkigm e diat [lO- 
cew ceiS}re. wr. ii:h is cfie besc 
him now. 

-^ • • has recixnijed to town* but not Tet recovered 
of die QuarteriT, What ii^ilaws- these rerievers are! 
* diese boss do tear ns alL* TheT made jroa fi§^ 
and me (the milkiest oc* men) a satirist, and wiD 
end br mafcfng * * madder than Ajax. I hare 
been reading Memory a^iin. the other dajT) and 
Hope together, and retain all mj preference of tbe 
former. His elesance is reallv wonderfiil — there 
li no snch thing as a vulgar line in his bo(^ 

** What say you to Buonaparte ? Rememblr, I 
back him against the field, barring Catalepsy and 
the Elements. Xav, I almost wish him success 
against all countries but this, — were it only to 
choke the Morning Post, and his undutiful father- 
in-law, with that rebellious bastard of Scandinavian 
adoption, Bemadotte. Rogers wants me to go 
with him on a crusade to the Lakes, and to besiege 
you on our way. Tliis last is a great temptation) 
but I fear it will not be in my power, unless you 
would go on with one of us somewhere — no matter 
where. It is too late for Matlock, but we might 
hit upon some scheme, high life or low, — the last 
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^^Id be much the best for amusement, I am bo 
■ ^ of the other, that I quite sigh for a cider-cellar, 
* S cruise in a smuggler's sloop. 

"You cannot wish more than I do that the Fates 
•tfe a little more accommodating to our parallel 
llies, which prolong ad infinitum without coining a 
i>t nearer. I almost wish I were married, too — 
Which is saying much. All my friends, seniors and 
jUnioTB, are in for it, and ask me to be godfather, — 
the only species of parentage which, I believe, will 
ever come to my share in a lawful way ; and, in an 
unlawful one, by the blessing of Lucina, we can 
never be certain, — though the parish may. I sup- 
pose I shall hear from you to-morrow. If not, this 
goes as it is 1 but I leave room for a F. S., in case 
any thing requires an answer. Ever, &C. 

' No letter — n'importe. R. thinks the Quarterly 
win be at me this time : if 
extermination — no qvarte 
devil down to the oldest w 
shall perish by one fata) 
nature shall be 



shall be e 
From the youngest 
in of that review 
npoon. The tie: 
ider, for I will not £ 



spare my bookseller; nay, if o 
readers also, all the better." 



TO MR. MOORE. 



I to include 





" Soplember 8. IB13, 


" I am sorry to s 
your scrupulous cons 
you from fully availi 
this coach I send y 


ee Tod. again so soon, for fear 
cience should have prevented 
ng yourself of his spoils. By 
u a copy of that awful pam- 


_^^ 





KOTTCKS OF THB 



pblet ' The Gtsour,' which haa n 



t as your modest ^ 
ing) perceire ^ 



half ao high a complin: 

You will (if inclined in an e 

have added mud) in quantity, — a circi 

which may truly dinuaish your modesty i 

subject. 

'^ You stand certainly in great need of a 
with Mackintosh. My dear Moore, you stri 
under-rate yourself. 1 should conceive it an affect- 
ation in any other : but 1 think I know you well 
enough to believe lliat you don't know your own 
value. However, 'tis a fault that generally meBdi; 
and, in your case, it really ought. I have heard 
him speak of you as highly as your wife coulil 
wish ; and enough to give all your friends tile 

" Yesterday I liad a letter from Alt Paelia ' 
brought by Dr. Holland, who is just returned irom 
Albania. It is in Latio, and begins ' Excellentis- 
sime nee noit CarisBinie,' and ends about a gun he 
wants made for him ; — it is signed ' Ali Vizir.' 
What do yiHi think he has been about ? H. tails 
me that, last spring, he took a hostile town, wher^ 
forty-two years ago, his mother and sisters were 
treated as Miss Cunigunde was by the Bulgarian 
cavalry. He takes the town, selects all the sur- 
vivors of this exploit — children, grandchildrai, 
fire, to the tune of six hundred, and has them shot 
before his face. necoUect, he spared the rest of the 
city, and confined himself to the Tarqi 
— which is more dian I would. So muci 
' dearest friend.' " 
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TO MR. MOORE. 



" Sept. 9. 1S13. 

te to you from Mr. Murray's, and I may 
Murray, who, if you are not predisposed 
of any other publisher, would be happy tu 
ritb you, at a fitting time, for your work. I 
safely recommend him as fair, liberal, and at- 
tentive, and certainly, in point of reputation, he 
Stands among the first of ■ the trade.' I am sure 
be would do you justice- I have written to you 
■0 much lately, that you will be glad to see so little 

" Ever," &c. &c. 



I-BTTfk 133. TO MR. MOORE. 

■■ Seplemlicr 57. 18IS. 

" Thomas Moore, 

'* (Thou wilt never be called ' true Thomas,' 
like he of Ercilcioune,) why don't you write to 
me ? — as you won't. I must. I was near you at 
Aston the other day, and hope I soon shall be 
again. If so, you must and shall meet me, and go 
to Matlock and elsewhere, and take what, in _^ash 
dialect, is poetically termed ' a lark,' with Rogers 
and rae for accomplices. Yesterday, at Holland 
House, I was introduced to Southey — the best 
looking bard I have seen for some time. To have 
fhat poet's head and shovdders, I would almost have 
written hie Sapphics. He is certaiiA^ a. ■51^?^^^'=*^ 
R 2 





-•*mdBepv<«falenEr frutii you. B7 (be ] 
faot tt PhMSd^ I bcfiere ifaere aras abuse, fbr be 1 
■ he SA, after a fine saying about I 
1 wish I could 
MTfigf Bfsdf by iMJck b g Jim, or by telling yoa 
that I hare had to defend yoa — an agreeable 
wliich ODe*« rriendi hare of recommeading ihent- 
•dves by sayii^ — ' Ay, ay, / gave it Mr. Such- 
a-UDe for what he said about your bemg a plagiarj, 
and a rake, and so on.' But do you know that you 
are one of the very few whom I never have die 
latu&ction of hearing abused, but the reverse;— 
and do you suppose 1 wiil foi^ive that? 

•' I have been in the country, and ran away from 
the Doncaster races. It is odd, — I was a visiter 
in the same house which came to my sire as a resi- 
lience with Lady Carmarthen, (n-ith whom he adul- 
terated before his majority — by the by, remember, 
the was not my mamma,) — and they thrust me into 
an old room, with a nauseous picture over the 
chimney, which I should suppose my papa regarded 
with due respect, and which, inheriting the &inily 
taste, I looked upon with great satisfaction. I 
stayed a week with the family, and behaved very 
well — though the lady of the house is young, and 
religious, and pretty, and the master is my par- 
tiiular friend. I felt no wish for any thing but a 
poodle dog, which they kindly gave me. Now, for 
a man of my courses not even to have c 



h of great amcndnient. Pray pardon all this 
!, and don't ' snub me when I'm in spirits.' 

" Ever, yours, Bn. 

e's as impromptu for you by a ' person of 
,' written last week, on being reproached for 
jritE. 

■""WlieQ ftora the heart where Sorrow aits *, 

Her dusky shadow mounts too liigh, 
■ And o'er the changing aspect flits. 

And clouds the brow, or Gils the eye : 
1 Beed not that gloom, which soon sliaU sink ; 

My Thoughts their dungeon know too well — 
Back to my breast the wanderers shrink, 

And bleed within their silent cell." 

K HO. TO MB. MOORE. 

" Octobers. 1813. 

" You have not answered some six letters of 
Tiiine. This, therefore, is my penultimate. I will 
write to you once more, but, after that — I swear 
by bU the saints — I am sUent and supercilious. I 
have met Curran at Holland House — he beats 
every body ; — his imagination is beyond human, 
and his humour (it is ditficuit to defiae what is wit) 
perfect. ITien he has fifty faces, and twice as 
many voices, when he mimics — I never met his 
equal. Now, were I a woman, and eke a virgin, 
that is the man I shrnJd make my Scamander. He 
is quite fascinating. Remember, I have met him 
but once ; and you, who have known him long, may 

■ Now printed in We Woits. 




Irfirt fi— wy y tiaJ ■ ic- lahnfKtfett 
■■ spin, lot tibe iipfw iio ti ibould be 
Be nikcd a gnat deal about jou— i 

I bwv. Wkat a ■arietj <f cxftcmon be 



oflnl He afawbatdT cknges it endrdy. I!u 
done — for I can't desoAc lun,and joa know him. 
On Sunday I rEtom to * *, irfaere I shall oat be fai 
from jaa. Perhaps I ibaS bear from you in the 
mean time. Good oigfat. 

" Satnrdaj mom Yoor letter has cancelled all 

mj anxieties. I did nof tutpm you in earasL 
Modest t^ain ! Because I don't do a very shabby 
itung, it seems, I * don't fear your competition.' if 
■t were redaced to an alternative of p^erencfi I 
ihoald dread you, as much as Satan does KlidiaeL 
But is there not room enough in our respective 
regions ? Go on — it will soon be my turn to for. 
give. To-day I dine with 3Iackintosh and Mrs. 
Slaie — as John Bull may be pleased to deuominate 
Corinne — whom I saw last night, at Corent 
Garden, yawning over the humour of Falstaff. 

" The reputation of' gloom,' if one's friends are 
not included in the repulanls, is of great gervice ; 
as it saves one from a legion of impertinents. in the 
shape of common -pi ace acquaintance. But thou 
Imow'st I can be a right merry and conceited fellow, 
and rarely ' larmoyant.' Murray shall reinstate 
your line fortliwith.* I believe the blunder in the 



and yet I have, in general, a 
am sure it was rightly printed 



motto VBB mine 
I neinory for ytm, 

at first. 

' " I do ' blusli ' very often, if I may beli 
! H. ami M.j — but luckily, at present, m 

me. Adieu." 



TO MR. MOORE. 



*' Since I last wrote to you, much has occurred, 
good, bad, and indifferent, — not to make me forget 
you, but to prevent me from reminding you o( 
one who, nevertheless, has often thought of you, 
and to whom your thoughts, in many a measure, 
have frequently been a consolation. We were once 
very near neighbours this autumn ; and a good and 
bad neighbourhood it has proved to me. Suffice it 
to gay, that your French quotation was confoundedly 
to the purpose, — though very unexpectedly per- 
tinent, as you may imagine by what 1 said before, 
and ray silence since. However, ' Richard's him- 
self again,' and except all night and some part 
of the morning, I don't think very much about thu 
matter. 

" All convulsions end with me in rhyme ; and to 
solace my midnights, I have scribbled another 



Iriib Melodin, had been quoted by him incorrectly in tbe fint 
edidons of the poem. He mede afterwards a, similar misUdco 
ID tbe linei from Burns prefiied to the Bride of Abydm. 



TnTldali Mory • 



wUl I 



-not a Fragment — which yw 1 



: sooD after this. It does not tieoA I 



opoD your kiogdoni \a the least, and if it did, yitt 
irould soon reduce me to iht proper boundnria 
You will think, and justly, that I run some risk ef 
losing the little I have gained in fame, by this far- 
ther experiment on public patience ; but I hare 
really ceased to care on that head. I have written 
this, and published it, for the sake of the emp%- 
mertl, — to wring my thoughts from reality, and 
take refuge in ' imaginings,' however ' horrible;' 
- and, as to success ! those who succeed will consfde 
I |ne for a failure — excepting yourself and one or 
two more, whom luckily I love too well to wish 
one leaf of their laurels a tint 3-ellower. This is 
the work of a week, and will be the reading of 
an hour to you, or even less, — and so, let it go 



^ 



^P.S. 



Ward and I ffltt of going to Holland. I 

se how a Dutch canal looks after the Bos- 
Pray respond." 



Letter 14S. 



TO MH. MOORE. 



imS^ 



" Your letter, hke all the best, and even kindest 
things in this world, is both painful and pleasbg. 
But, first, to what sits nearest. Do you know I was 
actually about to dedicate to you, — not in a formal 
inscription, as to one's elders, — but through a short 

• The Bride of Abydos. 
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^^^^Bory letter, in which I boasted myself your In- 
^^^^■^ and held forth the prospect of your poem ; 
^^^^K lo I the recollection of your strict injunctions 
^^^^perecy aa to the said poem, more than once re- 
^^^Hjd by word and letter, flashed upon mc, and 
^^^Hed my intents. I could have no motive for re- 
^^^^pbg my own desire of alluding to you (and not 
^^^Hi>passes that 1 do not think and talk of you), 
^^^Htan idea tjiat you might, yourself, dislike it. 
^^^B^cannot doubt my sincere admiration, waving 
^^^^■mI friendship for the present, which, by the 
^^^Bp not less sincere and deep rooted. I have you 
^^^Bstc and by heart ; of which ' ecce signum !' 
^^^^b I was at ■ *, on my first visit, I have a habit, 
^^^^■Hing my time a good deal alone, of — I won't 
^^^H{t singing, for tliat I never attempt except to 
^^^l^f — but of uttering, to wliat I think tunes, 
pi^Bur ' Oh breathe not,' ' When the last glimpse,' 
I Snd ' When he who adores thee,' witli otliers of the 
I same minstrel ; — tliey arc my matins and vespers. 
I X assuredly did not intend them to be overheard, 
I tat, one morning, in comes, not La Donna, but II 
I SUarito, with a very grave face, saying, ' Kyron, I 
I must request you won't sing any more, at least of 
I C&OM songs.' I stared, and said, ■ Certainly, but 
I *rfiy?' — ' To tell you the truth,' quoth he, ' they 
I wake my wife cry, and so melancholy, that I wish 
I her to hear no more of them,' 
I " Now, my dear M^ the effect must liave been 
I irom your words, and certainly not my music. 
I I merely mention this foolish story to show you 
I how much I am indebted to you for even your pas- 
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times- A man may praise and praiBC) bul id 
recollects but that which pleases —~ at least, il 
position. Tliouglk 1 think no one equal to j 
that department, or in satire, — and surely l| 
WHS ever so popular in both, — I certainly ■ 
opinion that you have not 3'et done all y<M a 
though more than enough for any odc else. I* 
and the world expects, a longer work from Jiou;! 
and I see in you what I never saw in poet bef(a«,il 
strange diffidence of your own powers, which I a 
not account for, and which must 
when a Costac like me can appal ■ 
Your story I did not, could not, know, — I thoi^ 
only of a Feri. 1 wish you had confided in at, 
not for your soke, but mine, and to prevent the 
world from losing a much better poem than nj 
own, but which, I yet hope, this claskiuff ir3 
not even now deprive them of< ■ Mine is the *iA 

* Among the Eloiies intenik'il to he introduced into I«& 
Rookh, which I had beguii, hut, from various causes, aen 
finished, thers was one which I hod made some progrea in, ^ 
Ihe liinci of the appearance at " The Bride," and wbicl^al 
nsuting (hat poem, I found lo contain luch Ringulir taa- 
cidenccs with it, not only in localit)' and costume, but in pEoto^ 
characters, that I immedialcl; gaie up my story aliogether, lOl 
began another on an entirely new subject, the Fire-wordiippea. 
To tliis cirEumslsnce, which I iinmedistely communicaled Id 
him. Lord Byron alludes in this letter. In my hero po wkom 
1 hod even given the name of " Zelim," and who kh • 
descendant of All, outlawed, with all his folloHer^ by 0* 
reigning Csliph) it wau my intention to shadow out, as Idil 
aftsmards in another form, Ihe natioual cause uf Irelmnd. Tl 
quote thewords rf m7\e«et \n\Aii^Y"«"™-"ii»a«i^(!a.i-" 
" I diose tUs Btorj because one Nt^W> "ue«^ i^kkIX. --ms-w 



Il week, written, wki/ I liave partly told you, 
Artly I cannot teJI you by letter — some day I 

I shall really be very unhappy if I at 
Tfere with you. The success of mine is yet 
lematical; though the public will probably pur- 
quantity, on tiie presumption of their 
Own propensity for ' The Giaour' and such 'horrid 
SnysterieE.' The only advantage I hare is being on 
the Bpot; and that merely amounts to saving nie the 
trouble of turning over books which I had better 
viead again. If your chamber waa furnished in the 
way, you have no need to go there to describe 
—I mean only as to acatracy — because I drew it 
^om recollection. 

" This last thing of mine may have the same fate, 
and I assure you 1 have great doubts about it. But, 
even if not, its little day will be over before you are 
ready and willing. Come out — ' screw your courage 
to the stick ing-pl ace.' Except the Post Bag (and 
fldrely you cannot complain of a want of success 
tliere), you have not been regularly out for some 
yeara> No man stands higher, — whatever you may 
think on a rainy day, in your provincial retreat, 
*Aucun homme, dans aucune langue, n'a et6, peut- 
£tre, plus complfetement le poete du cceur et le poete 
des fenunes. Leg critiques lui reprocbent de n'svoir 

I I thought the paraJlet icith Ireland would 

infuse some vigour into my bero*s clioracter, 

vigour snd strong feeling a&Kt you i& 

mBde for Cicsur.- " 



had 
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represents le monde ni tel qu'il est, ni tel qu'i 
Ctre; n%ais ksJ'emmesTcpoudentqi^UFartpTe» 
i/u'eUea ledisireid' — I should have thought S. 
Iiod written this for you instead of Metastasio. 

Write to me, and tell me of yourself. Do job V 
lemberwhat Rousseau said to some one — ' Haie | 
quarrelled? you have talked to me often, a 
never once mentioned yourself.' 

" P. S, — The last sentence is an indirect apologj 1 
tor my own egotism, — but 1 believe in letters it is J 
allawtil. I wish it was miOual- I have n 
•n Olid reflection in Grimm ; it shall not— at It 
the bitd {vut — be applied to you or me, though ^^ 
of us has certainly an indifferent name — but thilfl 
if; — -Many people have tlie reputa 
wkiariL with whom we should be too happy to pwfl 
uw lirM.' I ne«d not add it is a iroman's saying' 
» MaileiiMiMUe de Summery s. 

At dtb tine Lonl Byron commenced a Jouib4j| 
or Diivyt from the p^^es of vhich I have alra 
wltOtll • fe«r extracts, «Dd of which I shall unr^ 
W much loan ts is pRiducSile before the n 
KwpkijifdclueflT, — u nidi a record, froo) its ni 
omiMIms — about persons still Uvia^ and o 
MtU rcvevil. U would he icqpoasible, of c 
wtMtit it to the puUk eye, without the a 
MUM) ponion of its raotents, and nnlactilyi t 
ihM w»y ponkm whidi. frora its r ' 
•Ktvt punuits aaj feelings e£ tbe « 

* Kl«tM|y P«¥*e and gratify the anasiEjr (H 
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n after all this neceEsary winnowing, to enlarge 
i further the view we have htre opened into the 
IT of the poet's life und habits, and to indulge 
mlessly that taste, as general' as it is natural, 
ti leads us to contemplate with pleasure a great 
indress, and to rejoice in the discovery, 
to human pride, that even the mightiest, 
;as(} and weakness, resemble 
(iraelves,* 



" "JOURNAL, BEGUN KOVEMBEil 14. 1S13. 

I « If this had been begun ten years ago, and faith- 
flly kept III — heigho 1 there are too many things 
JwiBh never to have remembered, as it is. Well, — 
Wve had my share of what arc called the pleasures 
F this life, and have seen more of the European 
gd Asiatic world tliat\ 1 have made a good une of. 
Jiey say ' Virtue is its own reward,' — it certainly 
aould be paid well for its trouble. At five-and- 
p«ity, when the better part of life is over, one 
ikoold be sometliing; — and what am I ? nothing hut 
ve-and-twenty — and the odd months. What have 
Been ? the same man all over the world, — ay, and 
•Oman too. Give me a Mussulman who never ask^ 
ueetiona, and a she of the same race who saves 
pe the trouble of putting them. But fur this 
jme pls^e — yellow fever — and Newstead delay, I 



Cest Burtflut BUS hommra q 
n par le g^ie qu'on aims a n 
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■hould liaTc been by this time a second time dose 
to tbe Euxine. If I can overcome tbe last, I don't 
BO much mind your pestilence ; and, at any rsl^ 
the spring shail Bee me there, — provided I neitha 
marry myself, nor unmarry any one else in the in- 
terval. I wish one was — I don't know what I wiAi 
It is odd I never set myself seriously to wishii^ 
without attaining it — and repenting. I begin Id 
believe with the good old Magi, that one shooJi) 
only pray for the nation, and not for the individual; 
— but, on my principle, this would not be very pi- 

" No more reflections. — Let me see — last ni^t 
I finished ' Zuleika,' my second Turkish Tale. I 
believe the composition of it kept me alive — fbril 
was written to drive ray thoughts from the recot 
lection of — 



At least, even here, my hand would tremble to vtiU 
it. This afternoon I have burnt the scenes of my 
commenced comedy. I have some idea of expec- 
torating a romance, or ratlier a tale in prose; — but 
what romance could equal the events- 



" To-day Henry Byron called on me widi 
little cousin Eliza. She will grow up a beauty 
a plague ; but, in the mean time, it is the prettiest 
child ! dark eyes and eyelashes, black and long as 
the wing of a raven. I think she is prettier even 



I 

rand I 
[tiest 



IS out of humour with 



ir any other 



By niece, Georgina, — yet 1 don't like to think 

neither; and though older, she is not so clever- 

" Dallas called before I was up, so we did not 

j meet- Lewis, too, — 

every thing. What can be the r 

married — has he lost his o\ 

person's wife? Hodgson, too, came. He is going 
to be married, and he is the kind of man who will 
be the happier. He has taltmt, cheerfulness, every 
thing that can make him a pleasing companion; and 
his intended is handsome and young, and al! that. 
But I never see any one much improved by raatri- 
laony. AU my coupled contemporaries are bald 
and discontented, W. and S. have both lost their 
hair and good humour; and the last of the two had 
a good deal to lose. But it don't much signify what 
alls off a man's temples in that state. 

" Mem, I must get a toy to-morrow, for Eliza, and 
Bend the device for the seals of myself and » • • • » 
Mem. too, to call on the Stael and Lady Holland 
rrow, and on • •, iv ho has advised roe (without 
; it, by the by) not to publish ' Zuleika;' I 
believe he is right, but experience might have taught 
t to print is pht/sicaliy impossible. No 
one has seen it but Hodgson and Mr. Gifibrd. 1 
Ever in my life read a composition, save to Hodg- 
m, as he pays me in kind. It is a horrible thing 
to do too frequently ; — better print, and tliey who 
like may read, and if they don'i like, you have the 
satisfaction of knowing that they have, at le.ist, pur- 
chased ihs right of saying so. 

" I have declined presenting the Debtors' Petition, 
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being Bide of parliamentaiy mummeries. I hn 
spoken thrice ; but I doubt mj ever becomii^ i 
orator. My first was liked ; the second and dio 
— I don't know whether thej succeeded or not. 
have never yet set to it con amore; -r-one mustbai 
some excuse to one's self for laziness, or inability) ( 
both, and this is mine. ' Company, villanous con 
pany, hath been the spoil of me ;' — and then, Ihsr 
< drunk medicines,' not to make me love others, ba 
certainly enough to hate myself. 

'< Two nights ago I saw the tigers sup at Exete 
'Change. Except Veli Pacha's lion in the Morea^ 
— who followed the Arab keeper like a dog,— the 
fondness of the hysena for her keeper amused me 
most. Such a conversazione I — There was a *Ii^ 

popotamus^' like Lord L ^1 in the face ; and the 

* Ursine Sloth* hath tlie very voice and manner rf 
my valet — but the tiger talked too much. The 
elephant took and gave me my money again— took 
off my hat — opened a door — trunked a whip— ao^ 
behaved so well, that I wish he was my butler. Th« 
handsomest animal on earth is one of the panthers; 
but the poor antelopes were dead. I should hate 
to see one Jiere: — the sight of the camd made me 
pine again for Asia Minor. * Oh quando te aspi- 
ciam ? ' 

" November Ifi- 

" Went last night with Lewis to see the first d 
Antony and Cleopatra. It was admirably got up 
and well acted — a salad of Shakspeare and Drydeo 
Cleopatra strikes me as the epitome of her sex-* 
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fimd, lively, sad, tender, teasing, humble, haughty, 
iBUtlful, the devil I — coquettish to the last, as well 
irith the ' asp' as with Antony. After doing all she 
to persuade him that — but why do they abuse 
him for cutting off that poltroon Cicero's head? 
Did not Tully tell Brutus it was a pity to have 
epared Antony? and did he not apeak thePhilippics? 
and are not '■words tilings?' and such ' mordt' very 
pestilent 'Ihinffs' too? If he had had a hundred 
heads, they deserved (from Antony) a rostrum (his 
stuck up there) apiece — though, after all, lie 
It as well have pardoned him, for the credit of 
the thing. But to resume — Cleopatra, after ge- 
curing him, says, ■ yet go — it is your interest,' &c. 
— how like the sex ! and the questions about Octa- 
"a— it is woman all over. 
" To-day received Lord Jersey's invitation to Mid- 
dleton — to travel sixty miles to meet Madame • • ! 
1 once travelled three thousand to get among silent 
people ; and this smne lady writes octavos, and talks 
' " s. I have read her books — like most of them, 



j and delight in the last ; so I won't hear it, as well as 

" Read Burns to-day. What would he have been, 
I if a patrician? We should have had more polish — 
tesB force— just as much verse, but no immortality 
— a divorce and a duel or two, the which had he 
survived, as his potations must have been less spi- 
rituous, he might have lived as long as Sheridan, 
and outlived as much as poor Brinsley. What a 
wreck is that man ! and all from bad pilotage ; for 

VOL. II. S 
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o one had ever better gales, though now and dm 
■ little too squally. Poor dear Sherry ! I duO 

■ver forget the day he and Rogers and Moore and 
I passed togetlier ; when he talked, and we listened, 
without one yawn, from six till one in the niornii^. 

" Got my seals ••■••■ Have again forgot i 
plaything for ma petite eousiiie Eliza ; but I must 
send for it to-morrow. I hope Harry will bring hw 
to me. I sent Lord Holland the proofs of the lut 
' Giaour,' and ' The Bride of Abydos.' He wun't 
like the latter, and I don't think that I shall long. 
It was written in lour nights to distract my dreanu 
from • •. Were it not thus, it had never been com- 
posed : and had I not done something at that time, 

iu3t have gone mad, by eating my own heart,— 

ter diet ! — Hodgson likes it better than'llw 
GiaoLir,'but nobody else will, — and he never liked 
the Fragment. I am sure, had it not been fof 
Murray, that would never have been published, 
though the circumstances which are the ground- 
work make it " • • heigh-ho ! 

" To-night I saw both the sisters of • • ; my Godl 
the youngest so like ! I thought I should have sprung 
across the house, and am so glad no one was wilh 
me in LadyH.'s box. I hate those likenesses — the 
muck-bird, but not the nightingale — so like as to 
remind, so different as to be painful.* Onequarreli 



< other like to thee, 



9, 



81S. LIFE OP LORD BYROy. 259 

equally with the points of resemblance and of dis- 
linctioD. 

" Nov. 17. 

** No letter from • • ; but I must not complain. 
Fhe respectable Job says, < Why should a living man 
complain ?' I really don't know, except it be that a 
iead man can't ; and he, the said patriarch, did com- 
plraiy nevertheless, till his friends were tired and his 
irife recommended that pious prologue, < Curse — 
uhI die ;' the only time, I suppose, when but little 
r^ief is to be found in swearing. I have had a most 
kind letter from Lord Holland on * The Bride of 
A^bydos,' which he likes, and so does Lady H. This 
it very good-natured in both, from whom I don't 
clesenre any quarter. Yet I did think, at the time, 
that my cause of enmity proceeded from Holland 
House, and am glad I was wrong, and wish I had 
tiot been in such a hurry with that confounded 
lattre, of which I would suppress even the memory ; 
-» but people, now they can't get it, make a fuss, I 
rerily beUeve, out of contradiction. 

" George Ellis and Murray have been talking 
iotnething about Scott and me, George pro Scoto, 
^— and very right too. If they want to depose him, 
I only wish they would not set me up as a com- 
petitor. Even if I had my choice, I would rather 
be the Earl of Warwick than all the kiTigs he ever 
xnadel Jeffrey and Giffbrd I take to be the mo- 
narch-makers in poetry and prose. The British 
Critic, in their Rokeby Review, have presupposed 
• comparison, which I am sure my friends never 

s 2 



tbouglit of, and W. Scott's subjects are injudiura I 
in descending to. I like tlie man — and admire la | 
works to what Mr. Braham calls Entuaymusy. 
such stuff can only vex him, aiid do nie no gooi I 
Many hate his politics — (I hate all politics) ; , 
here, a man's politics are like the Greek m 
hSuXdv, besides God knows what olher toulijk 
their estimate of the two generally go togetherJ^ 
" Harry has not brought ma petite coufint. 
, want us to go to the play together ; — she haa bea I 
but once. Another short note from Jersey, invitiBJ I 
R(^ers and me on the 23d. I must s 
to-night. I wonder when that Wewstead busiiUM I 
will be finished. It cost me more than words lo I 
part with it— and to have parted with it! Whit I 
t what I do? or what becomes of me?— I 
e remember Job's saying, and console tHJ- J 
a living man.' 
I 1 could s 
iDnotonous, and yet desultory. 
1 fling tlicm down again. I b' 
Sburnt it because thescene rnii ii 
fel, for the same reason. In ri 
e away from facts ; but the tliui. 



fcugh, through . , 
a lelttr from Lady B 
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nut my iron.' 1 am out of practice — but I won't 
K^in again at Manton's now. Besides, I would 
not return his shot. I was once a famous wafer- 
qilitter ; but then the bullies of society made it 
necessary. Ever since I began to feel that I had a 
bad cause to support, I have lelt off the exercise. 

" What strange tidings from that Anakim of 
■narchy — Buonaparte ! Ever since I defended my 
bust of him at Harrow against the rascally time- 
servers, when the war broke out in 1803, he has 
been a 'Herns de Roman' of mine — on the Con- 
tinent; I don't ^vant him here. But I don't like 
those Banie flights — leaving of armies, &c. &c. I 
am sure when I fought for his hust at school, I did 
not think he would run away from himself. But I 
should not wonder if he banged them yet. To be 
beat by men would be something ; but by tbree 
stupid, legitimate-oid-dy nasty boobies of regular- 
bred sovereigns — O-hone-a-rie! — 0-hone-a-rieI It 
moBt be, as Cobbett says, his marriage with the 
thick-lipped and tbick-headed Autrichienae brood. 
He had better have kept to her who was kept by 
Barras. I never knew any good come of your young 
wife, and legal espousals, to any but your ■ sober- 
blooded boy' wbo ' cats fish' anddrinketh ' no sack.' 
Had he not the whole opera? all Paris? all France? 
But a mistress is just as perplexing — that is, on« — 
two or more are manageable by division. 

" 1 have begun, or had begun, a song, and flung 
it into the fire. It was in remembrance of Mary 
Duff, my first of flames, before most people begin to 
burn. I wonder what the devil ia the matter with 



t 



me! I can do nothing, and — fortunately there ii 
notliing to do. It has lately been in my power U 
moke two persons (and their connections^ cotnfon- 
able, pro lempwe, and one happy, ex temport,—\ 
rejoice in the last particularly, as it is an excellflil 
man.* I wish there had been more inconvenieoCT 
and less gratification to my self-love in it, fat thai 
there had been more merit. We are all selfish— 
and I belii;ve, ye gods of Epicurus I I believe in 
Rochefoucault about men, and in I,ucretius (nul 
Busby's translation) about yourselves. Your banl 
has made you very nonchalant ani^blest ; but as bt 
lias excused us from damnation, I don't envy you 
your blessedness muck — a little, to be sure. Ire- 
member, last year, • • said to me, at • *, ' Have ire 
not passed our last month like the gods of Lucretius?' 
And so we liad. She is an adept in the text of the 
original (which I like too); and when that boob; 
Bus. sent his translating prospectus, she subscribed. 
But, the devil prompting him to add a specimen, 
she transmitted him a subsequent answer, saying} 
that 'after perusing it, her conscience would not 
permit her to allow her name to remain on Uielilt 
of Bubscribblers.' Last night, at Lord H.'a — 
Mackintosh, the Ossulstones, Puysfigur, &c. there 
— I was trying to recollect a quotation (as / think) 
of Stael's, from some Teutonic sophist about archi- 
tecture. ' Architecture,' says this Macoronico Te- 
descho, ' reminds me of frozen music' It is some- 
where — but where? — the demon of perplesitj 

■ Evi.ienlly, Mr. HodRson. 



<n't tell. I asked M., and he 



t so like. H. laughed, as he doi-'a 



iUe too Tar. B., I hca 



n which, however, I think he goes 



it too. But 



there are fine passages ;— and, after all, what is a 
work — any — or every work — but a desert with 
fountains, and, perhaps, a grove or two, every day's 
journey? To be sure, in Madame, what we often 
mistake, and ' pant for,' as the ' cooling stream,' turns 
out to be the ' mirage ' (critic^ verbioffe] ; but we do, 
at last, get to spmething like the temple of Jove 
Ammon, and then the waste we have passed is only 
remembered to gladden the contrasL 

" Called on C • *, to explain • * •- She is very 
beautiftil, to my taste, at least ; for on coming home 
from abroad, I recollect being unable to look at any 
ivoman but her — they were so fair, and unmeaning, 
and blonde. The darkness and regularity of her 
features reminded me of my ' Jannat al Aden.' But 
this impression wore off; and now I can look at a 
'Oman, without longing for a Houri. She was 
very good-tempered, and every thing was explained. 

" To-day, great news — ' the Dutch have taken 
Holland,' — which, I suppose, will be succeeded by 
the actual explosion of the Thames. Five provinces 
have declared for young Scadt, and there will be in- 
undation, conilagraEion, constupration, consternation, 
and every sort of nation and nations, fighting away, 
up to their knees, in the damnable quags of this 
will-o'-the-wisp abode of Boors. It is said Berna- 
dotte is amongst them, too ; and, as Orange will be 



I 
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^ere soon, ihey will have (Crown) Prince Stork an 
King Log in their Loggeryat the same time. T« 
to one on the new dynasty! 

■' Mr. Murray lias offered me one thousand guiiwn 
for ' The Giaour' and ' The Bride of Abydos.' I 
won't — it is too much, though I am stroi^j 
tempted, merely for the my of it. No bad price 
for a fortnight's (a week each) what ? — the godi 
know — it was intended to be called poetry. 

" I have dined regularly to-day, for the first lime 
since Sunday last — this being Sabbath, too. All 
the rest, tea and dry biscuits — sixperdiem. Iwid 
to God I had not dined now ! — It kUls i 
heaviness, Btupor, and horrible dreams ; — and jrd 
it was but a pint of bucellas, and fish." Meat I 
never touch, — nor much vegetable diet, I wish I 
were in the country, to take exercise, — instead of 
being obliged to cool by abstinence, ii 
should not so much mind a little accession of flesb, 
— my bones can well bear it. But the worst is, 
the devil always came with it, — till I starved him 
out, — and I will not be the slave oi any appetite. 
If I do err, it shall be my heart, at least, that 
heralds the way. Oh, my head — how it aches ? — 
the horrors of digestion 1 I wonder how Buonaparte's 
dinner agrees with him ? 

" Mem. I must write to-morrow to ' Master 
Shallow, who owes me a thousand pounds,' and 

■ He had this year so far departed rrom his stricl plan it 
diet OS to cat Gsb occasionally. 
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% in his letter, afraid I should ask him for it*; 

wil I would 1 — I don't want it (just now, at 

^ tobegio with; and though I have often wanted 

r asked for the repayment of IQl. 

'e — from a friend. His bond is not due 

ar, and I told him when it was, I should not 

V often must he make me say the 

KBin wrong — I did once ask * * *-|- lo repay 
Y But it waa under circumstances that excused 
phim, and would to any one. I took no interest, 

f required security. He paid me soon, — at 

I leaat, his padre. My head I I believe it was given 
me to ache with. Good even. 

'■ Nnt. 23. 1813. 

" ' Orange Boven !' So the bees have expelled 
the bear that broke open their hive. Well, — if w 
are to have new De Witts and De Ruyters, God 
speed the little republic ! 1 should like to see tli 
Hague and the village of Brock, where they hav 
such primitive habits. Yet, I don't know, — their 
canals would cut a poor figure by the memory of 
the Boapborus; and theZuyderZee look awkwardly 
after ' Ak-Denizi.' No matter, — the bluff burgher 
puffing freedom out of tbeu: short tobacco-pipes. 



•We ha 


ve here anoUier 


instance,! 


iJditio 


totheniimi6- 


cent aid aS 


rded lo Mr. H 


dgson, of the genen 


118 readine- 


sol 


the poet,ii 




his own lim 


ledmeai 


ss, lo make 


Die 


raourees he pobsBsol available for 


the asi 


stance of 


Ua 


Aiends. 












t Left blank tbm in Ibe 


otigina. 






-J 



I 



f SCO NOTICES OF THE ^^^| 

miglit be worth seeing; though 1 prefer a cigj^^H 
a hooka, with the rose-leaf mixed with tlie mBAlB 
herb of the Levant. I don't know wiiat hbefl; ■ 
means, — never having seen it, — but wealth ii M 
power till over the world; aad as a shilling performi I 
the duty of a pound (besideB sun and sky and beaaSj I 
lothing) in the East, — that ia the country. ■ 
How I envy Herodes Atticus 1 — more than Pom- I 
I ponius. And yet a little tumult, now and then, ii I 
F an agreeable quickener of sensation ; sucli as i 1 
] revolution, a battle, or an aventure of any livelj I 
I description. I think I rather would have been Bon- ] 
neval, Ripperda, Alberoni, Hayreddin, or Home Bar- ] 
1, or even Wortley Montague, than Mahomet | 
\ himself. ' 

" Rogers will be in town soon? — the 23d is fiiied 
■ our Mlddleton visit. Shall I go? umphl— In 
1 this island, where one can't ride out without over 
taking the sea, it don't much matter where one goes. 
" I remember the effect of the JiTst Edinbui^ 
Review on me. I heard of it six weeks before, — 
read it the day of its denunciation, — dined and 
drank three bottles of claret, (with S. B. Dairies I 
think,) neither ate nor slept the less, but, neverthe- 
less, was not easy till I bad vented my wrath and 
my rhyme, in the same pages, against every thing 
and every body. Like George, in the Vicar of 
Wakefield, ' the fate of my paradoxes' would allow 
me to perceive no merit in another. I remembered 
only the maxim of my boxing-master, which, in my 
youth, was found useful in all general riots, — 
' Whoever is not for you is against you — mill away 



d left," and so I did ; — like Ishmaei, my 
S against all nieD, and all men's anent me. 
Btronder, to be sure, at my awo success — 



' And marvda so much wii 

nise sarcastically says of somebody 
Pmyself, as we are old friends) 



i,Iv 



luld not, I have si 



(not u 



redde» 



e of my couplets, and it is not adequate to 
the effect. C ' • told me that it was believed I al- 
luded to poor Lord Carlisle's nervous disorder in one 
of the lines. I thank Heaven I did not know it — 
and would not, could not, if I had. I must naturally 
be the last person to be pointed on defects or ma- 
ladies. 

" Rogers is silent, — and, it is said, severe. When 
he does talk, he talks well; and, on all subjects of 
taste, his delicacy of expression is pure as his poetry. 
If you enter his house — his drawing-room — his 
library — you of yourself say, this is not the dwell- 
ing of a common mind. There is not a gem, a coin, 
a book thrown aside on his chimney-piece, his sofa, 
his table, that does not bespeak an almost fastidious 
elegance in the possessor. Eut this very delicacy 
must be the misery of liis existence. Oh the jar- 
rings his disposition must have encountered through 
life! 

" Southey, I have not seen much of. His appear- 
ance \sEpic; and he is the only existing entire man 
of letters. All the others have some pursuit annexed 

• It was thus that he, in general, spelled ilua word. 
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to tlieir authorship. His monnerB are mild, t 
tliosc of a man of the worltl, and his talents oftlit 
first order. Hia prose is perfect. Of his poetij 
there are various opinions: there is, perhaps, Uw 
much of it for tlie present generation ; — posteri^ 
will probably select. He has passages equal to Hij' 
thing. At present, he has a parti/, but ao pHHie^ 
except for his proee writings. The life of Nelson ii 
beautiful. 

" * • is ft LittirateuT, the Oracle of the Coterlti, 
of the « * s. L' W- (Sydney Smith's ' Tory Vi^ 
gin'), Mrs. Wilmot, (she, at least, is a swan, asil 
might frequent a purer stream,) Lady B * •, and bU 
tlie Blues, with Lady C * * at their head — but 1 
say nothing of her — ' look In her face and you for- 
get them all,' and every thing else. Oh that face I 
— by ' te. Diva poteos Cypri,' I would, to be belord 
by that woman, build and burn another Troy. 

" M * * e has a peculiarity of talent, or ratho 
talents, — poetry, music, voice, all his own ; and u 
expression in each, which never was, nor will be, 
possessed by another. But he is capable of still 
higher flights in poetry. By the by, what humour, 
what — every thing, in the ' Post -Bag 1 ' There is 
nothing M * * e may not do, if he will but seriously 
Bet about it. In society, he is gentlemanly, gentle, 
and, altt^ether, more pleasing than any individual 
with whom I am acquainted. For his honour, prin- 
ciple, and independence, his conduct to * • * • 
speaks ' trampet-tongued.' He has but one fault — 
and that one I daily regret — he is not here 



r£tFE OF LORD BYRON. 



[ like Ward.* By Mahomet ! I begin 
ie every body; — a disposition not to be 
; — a sort of social glattony that swaJ- 
hing set before it. Bm I like Ward. He 
upiquani; and, in my opinion, will stand veiy high 
in the House, and every where else, if he applies 
rtffularlt/. By the by, I dine with him lo-morrow, 
which may have some influence on my opinion. It 
is as well not to trust one's gratitude o/fer dinner. 
I have heard many a host libelled by his guests, 
with his burgundy yet reeking on tlieir rascally lips. 
" I have taken Lord Salisbury's box at Covent 
Garden for the season ; and now I must go and 
prepare to join Lady Holland and party, in theirs, at 
Drury Lane, questa sera. 

" Holland doesn't think the man is Junius; but 
that tlie yet unpublished journal throws great light 
on the obseurities of that part of George the Se- 
cond's reign. — What is this to George the Third's? 
I don't know what to thinL Why should Junius be 
yet dead ? If suddenly apoplexed, would he rest in 
his grave without sending his tiGioXov to shout in 
the ears of posterity, ' Junius was X. Y. Zt Esq., 
buried in the parish of * ' ■. Repair his monu- 
ment, ye churchwardens 1 Print a new edition of 
his Letters, ye booksellers ! ' Impossible, — the man 
must be alive, and will never die without the disclo- 
sure. I like him ; — he was a good hater. 

• The present Lord Dudlej. 
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270 sorters of the 

" Came home unweil and went to bi 
ileepy as might be desirable. 

" Tuesday w 

" I awoke from a dream ! — well 1 and I; 
others dreamed? — Such s dream I — but shedidntil 
overtake me. I wish the dead would rest, howesaj 
Ugh I how my blood chilled — and I could aotH 

— and — and — heigho ! 



Hav 



I all in proof, and led by ahsUow 



I do uot like this dream, — 1 hate its 
conclusion.' And am I to be shaken by shadows! 
Ay, when they remind uh of — no matter — but. if 
1 dremn thus again, I will try whether aU sleep toe 
the like visions. Since I rose, I've been in con. 
siderable bodily pain also ; but it is gone, and noir. 
like Lord Ogleby, I am wound up ibr the day. 

" A note from Mountnorris — I dine with Ward; 
— Canning is to he there, Frere and Sbarpe, — 
perhaps Gifford, 1 am to be one of ' the five ' (or 
rather six), us Lady • • said a little sneeringjy 
yesterday. They are all good to meet, particularly 
Canning, and — Ward, when he Ukes. I wisli I 
may be well enough to listen to these intellectuals. 

" No letters to-day ; — so much the better, — there 
are no answers. I must not dream again; — it 
spoils even reality. I will go out of doors, and see 
what the fog will do for me. Jackson has been 
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^|Rt> increases. I shall dine at Crib's to-morron-. I 
like energy — even animal energy — of all kinds; 

i I have need of both mental and corporeal. I 
have not dined out, nor, indeed, at all, lately ; have 
beard no music — have seen nobody. Now for a 
pluttge — high life and low life ' Amant alteriia 
Camcenffi ! ' 

" I have burnt my Roman — as I did the first 
■cenes and sketch of my comedy — and, for aught 
I see, the pleasure of burning is quite as great as 
that of printing. These two last would not have 
done. I ran into rea/itiet more than ever ; and 
some would have been recognised and others 
guessed at. 

" Redde the Rummator — a collection of Essays, 
by a strange, but able, old man (Sir E. B.), and a 
h^-wild young one, author of a poem on the 
Highlands, called ' Childe Alarique.' Tlie word 
■sensibility' (always my aversion) occurs a thou- 
sand times in these Essays ; and, ii seems, is to be 
Q excuse for all kinds of discontent. This young 
man can know nothing of life ; and, if he cherishes 
the disposition which runs through his papers, will 
become useless, and, perhaps, not even a poet, after 
all, which he seems determined to be. God helj> 
him ! no one should be a rhymer who oould he 
any thing better. And this is what annoys one, lo 
see Scott and Moore, and CampbuU and Rogers, 
who might have all been agents and leaders, now 
mere spectators. For, though they may have other 
ostensible avocations, these last are reduced to a 
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■econdarj consideration. ■ >, too, frittering anj 
his time among dovragerB and uomarried girls. If 
it advanced any serious affair, it were some excuse; 
but, with the unmarried, that is a hazardous specu- 
lation, and tiresome enough, too ; and, with th« 
veterans, it is not much worth trying, unless, per- 
haps, one in a thousand. 

" If I had any views in this country, they would 
prohably be parliamentary. But I have no am- 
bition ; at least, if any, it would be ' aut Cffisar aut 
nihil.' My hopes are limited to the arrangement 
of my aflaire, and settling either in Italy or the 
East (rather the last), and drinking deep of the 
languages and literature of both. Past events have 
; and all I can now do is to make life 
d look on while others pUf. 
Afler all, even the highest game of crowns and 
sceptres, what is it ? Vide Napoleon's last twelve- 
month. It has completely upset my system of 
fatalism. I thought, if crushed, he would have 
fallen, when ' fractus illabitur orbia,' and not have 
been pared away to gradual insignificance ; that sU 
this was not a mere jett of the gods, but a prelude 
to greater changes and mightier events. But aei 
never advance beyond a certain point ; and here wi 
are, retrograding to the dull, stupid old system, - 
balance of Europe — poising straws upon kings' 
noses, instead of wringing tliem off I Give me 
republic, or a despotism of one, rather than t 
mixed government of one, two, three. A republi 
— look in the history of the Earth — Rome, Greece, 
Venice, France, Holland, America, our short (eheui) 
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iwealth, and compare it with what tlicy did 
iDHsters. The Asiatics are not qualified to 
republicans, but they have the liberty of de- 
molishing despots, which is the next tiling to it. 
To be the first man — not the Dictator— not the 
Sylla, but the Washington or the Ariatides — the 
leader in talent and truth — is next to theDivinityl 
Franklin, P(:nn, and, next to these, either Brutus 
or Cassius — even Mirabeau — or St. Just. I shall 
never be any thing, or rather always be nothing. 
The moat I can hope is, that some will gay, ' He 
inig^t, perhaps, if he would.' 

" 12, midnight. 

" Here are two confounded proofs from the 
printer. I have looked at the one, but for the soul 
of me, I can't look over that ' Giaour' again, — at 
least, just now, and at this hour — and yet there is 

" Ward talks of going to Holland, and we have 
partly discussed an ensemble expedition. It must 
be in ten days, if at all, if we wish to be in at the 
Revolution. And why not? • • is distant, and 
will be at ■ •, still more distant, till spring. No 
one else, except Augusta, cares for me ; no ties — 
DO trammels — andiamo duaqut — se lomiamo, bene 
— te non, cA" imporla? Old William of Orange 
talked of dying in ■ the last ditch ' of his dingy 
country. It is lucky I can swim, or I suppose I 
should not well weather the first. But let us see. 
I have heard hysenas and jackalls in the ruins of 
Alia; and buU'frogs in the marshes ; besides wolves 
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Pud angry Mussulmans. Now, I sliould likel 
listen to the ehout of a free Dutcliman. 

"Alia! Viva! For everl Hourral HuMa! — 
which is the most rational or musical of these cries'' 

I ■ Orange Boven,' according to the Morning PosL 

I " Wedntsdaji, St 

I " No dreams last night of the dead nttr the living, 
to — I am 'firm as the marble, founded as the 
rock,' till the next earthquake. 

" Ward's dinner went off well. There was not ■ 
disagreeable person there — unless /olfeoded aoj 
body, which 1 am sure 1 could not by contradiction, 
for I said little, and opposed nothing. Sharpe (* 
man of elegant mind, and who has lived much with 
the best — Fox, Home Tooke, Windham, Eti- 
patrick, and all the agitators of other times and 
tongues,) told us tlie particulars of his last iiitervie* 
with Windliam, a few days before the fatal oper- 
ation which sent ' that gallant spirit to aspire the 
skies.' Windham, — the first in one department of 
oratory and talent, whose only fault was his refine- 
ment beyond tlie intellect of half his hearers,— 
Windham, half his life an active participator in the 
events of the earth, and one of those who governed 
nations, — he regretted, and dwelt much on that 
regret, that ' he had not entirely devoted himself 
to literature and science I ! I ' His mind certainly 
would have carried him to eminence there, as else- 
where; — but I cannot comprehend what debility 
of that mind could suggest such a wish. I, who 
have heard him, cannot regret any thing but that I 
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never hear him again. What ! would he have 
a plodder? a metaphysician? — perhaps a 
scribbler? Such an exchange must 
been suggested by illness. But he is gone, 
jTime ' shall not look upon his like again.' 
^I am tremendously in arrear witfi my letters, — 
", and to her my thoughts overpower 
words never compass tliem. To Lady 
I write with most pleasure — and her 
sensible, so tacdque — I never met with 
her talent. If she had been a few years 
what a fool she would have made of me, 
had she thought it wortli her while, — and I should 
have lost a valuable and most agreeable friend. 
Mem. a mistress never is nor can be a friend. 
While you agree, you are lovers ; und, when it is 
over, any thing but friends. 

" I have not answered W, Scott's last letter, — but 
I will. I regret to hear from others that he has 
lately been unfortunate in pecuniary involvements. 
He is undoubtedly the Monarch of Parnassus, and 
the most English of bards. I should place Rogers 
next in the living list (1 value him more as the last 
of the best school) — Moore and Campbell both 
third — Southey and Wordsworth and Coleridge — 
the rest, w mWoi — thus : — 
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There is a triangular ' Gradus ad Pamasaura!'— 
die names are tco numerous for the base of tiie tri- 
angle. Poor Thurlow has gone wild about tbt 
poetry of Queen Bess's reign — c'esl domtnafft. I 
have ranked the names upon ray triangle more upon 
what I believe popular opinion, than any decided 
opinion of my own. For, to me, some of M • •e's 
last Erin sparks — ' As a beam o'er the face of the 
waters ' — ' When he who adores thee ' — 'Oh 
blame not' — and ' Oh breathe not his name' — 
are worth all the E|itcs that ever were composed. 

" • • thinks tlie Quarterly will attack me next. 
Let them. I have been ' peppered so highly ' in 
ray time, both ways, that it must be cayenne or 
aloes to make me taste. I can sincerely say that I 
am not very much alive uou> to criticism. But— 
in tracing this — I rather believe, that it proceedi 
from my not attaching that importance to author- 
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ship which many do, and wliich, when young, I did 
also. ■ One gets tired of every thing, my angel,' 
Bays Valmont. The ' angels ' are the only things of 
which I am not a little sick — but I do think the 
prefereoce of iwiferj to agents — the mighty stir 
made about scribbling and scribes, by themselves 
and others — a sign of effeminacy, degeneracy, and 
weakness. Who would write, who had any thing 
better to do? 'Action — action — action' — said 
Demosthenes : ' Actions — action*,' I aay, and not 
writing, — least of all, rhyme. Look at the queru- 
lous and monotonous lives of the ' genus;' — except 
Cervanteit, Tasso, Dante, Ariosto, Kleist (who were 
brave and active citizens), jEschylus, Sophocles, 
and some other of the antiques also— what a worth- 
less, idle brood it is J 

" IS. Mezisnotte. 

" Just returned from dinner with Jackson (the 
Emperor of Pugilism) and another of the select, at 
Crib's the champion's. I drank more than I like, 
and have brought away some three bottles of very 
fair claret — for I have no headach. We had Tom 
• • up after dinner; — very facetious, though some- 
what prolix. He don't like his situation — wants 
to fight again — pray Pollux (or Castor, if he was 
the miller) he may ! Tom has been a sailor — acoal 
heaver— and some other genteel profession, before 
he took to the cestus. Tom has been in action at 
fiea, and is now only three-and- thirty. A great 
man ! has a wife and a mistress, and i 
T 3 
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I — bating some sad omissioDS anu mieappli 
tiong of the aspirate. Tom is an old Jriend iii' mu 
I have seen some of his best battles in my now 
He is now a publican, and, 1 fear, a sinner ;— 
Mrs. " • is on alimony, and • * 's daughter lives will 
the champion. TTiU • • told me, — Tom, havii^O 
opinion of my morals, passed her off as a legal tpaiM 
Talking of her, he said, ■ 
women' — from which I immediately infen 
could not be his wife, and so it turned out. 

"These panegjTics don't belong 
— for, if ■ true,' a man don't think it necessary ■ 
f so : and if not, the less he says the better. ' 
' the only man, escept ••••,! ever heard hi 
upon his wife's virtue ; and 1 listened to b 
great credence and patience, and stuffed n 
kerchief into my mouth, when I found j 
irresistible. — By the by, I am yawning n 
good night to thee — Nhbiju.'*. 

■' Tlmrsdaj, Novel 

" Awoke a little feverish, but no headack^ 
dreams neither, thanks to stupor ! Two lette 
from ■ " • • 's, the other from Lady Melboun 
I both excellent in their respective styles 
) contained also a very pretty lyric on 'concesIfJI 
I griefs ;' if not her own, yet veiy like her. Wlij I 
did she not say tliat the stanzas were, or werenot|i><| 
her composition ? I do not know whether K 
them hers or not. I have no great esteem 6> I 
poetical persons, particularly women ; they h 
much of the ' ideal ' in practics, as well as etAM 
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I have been thinking lately a good deal of 
y Duff, &c. &c. &c. Src* 

' Lord Holland invited me to dinner to-day; but 
three days' dining would destroy me. So, without 
eating at all since yesterday, 1 went to my box at 
Co vent Garden. 

" Saw » • » • looking very pretty, though quite a 
different style of beauty from the otlier two. She 
has the finest eyes in the world, out of which she 
pretends not to see, and the longest eyelashes I ever 
saw, since Leila's and Phantiio'a Moslem curtains of 
the light. She has much beauty, — just enough, — 
but is, I think, meckante. 

" I have been pondering on the miseries of separ- 
ation, that — oh how seldom we see tliose we love I 
yet we live ages in moments, when met. The only 
thing that consoles me during absence is the reflec- 
tion that no mental or personal estrangement, from 
ennui or disagreement, can take place ; and when 
people meet hereafter, even though many changes 
may have taken place in the mean time, still, unless 
they are tired of each other, they are ready to re- 
unite, and do not blame each other for the circum- 
Btfmces that severed them. 



" Saturday 27. (I believe — or rather am in dmit, 
which is thenepluB ultra of martBl fiulh.) 

" I hove missed a day ; and, as the Irishman said, 
r Joe Miller says for him, ' have gained a loss,' 
r bg the loss. Every thing is settled for Holland, 

* Thia passage has been already extnctcd. 
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d nothing but a cough, or a caprice of my feUi 
traveller's, can stop us. Carriage ordered, fiuukiJ 
preparetl, and, probably, a gale of wind i 
bargain. N'importe — I believe, with Clym o'lhe 
Clow, or Robin Hood, 'By our Mary, (dear name!) 
that art both Mother and May, I think it never wu 
B lAan's lot to die before this day.' Heigh for Hd- 
voetsluys, and bo fortli I 

" To-night I went with young Henry F€»x to see 
' Nourjahad,' a drama, whicli the Morning Po« 
hath laid to my chaise, but of wJiich 1 cannot evm 
gue&s the author. I wonder what they will next 
inflict upon me. They cannot well sink below a 
melodrama ; but that is better than a Satire, (at 
least, a personal one,) with which 1 stand truly 
arraigned, and in atonement of which I am resolved 
to bear silently all criticisms, abuses, and even praises, 
for bad pantomimes never composed by me, without 
even a contradictory aspect. I suppose the root of 
this report is my loan to the manager of my Turkish 
drawings for his dresses, to which he was more wel- 
come than to my name. I suppose the real author 
will soon own it, as it has succeeded ; if not. Job be 
my model, and Lethe my beverage ! 

•1 ■ * ■ • has received the portrait safe ; and, in 
answer, the only remark she makes upon it is, ' in- 
deed it is like'— and iigain, ' indeed it is like.' With 
her the likeness ' covered a multitude of sins ;' for 
I happen to know that this portrait was not a flat- 
terer, but dark and stern, — even black as the mood 
a whicli my mind was scorching last July, when I 
^•at for it. All the others of me, like most portraiU 
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er, are, of course, more agreeable than 

*' Redde the Ed. Revietr of Rogers. He is ranked 
lighlj ; but where he should be. There is a sum- 
Utry view of us all — Moore and me among tjie rest ; 
md both (the Jirgt justly) praised — tliougli, by im- 
^cation (justly again) placed beneatli our nie- 
norable iriend. Mackintosh is the writer, and also 
)f the critique on the Stael. His grand essay on 
Burke, 1 hear, is for the next number. But 1 know 
lOthingof the Edinburgh, or of any other Rev iew,bul 
from rumour ; and I have long ceased — indeed, 1 
could not, in justice, complain of any, even though I 
were to rate poetry, in general, and my rhymes in 
particular, more highly than I really do. To with- 
dntw myself irom myself {o\i tliat cursed selfishness !) 
ttae ever been my sole, my entire, my sincere motive 
in scribbling at all ; and publishing is also the con- 
tinuance of the same object, by the action it affords 
to the mind, which else recoils upon itself. If 1 
valued fame, 1 should flatter received opinions, 
which have gathered strength by time, and will yet 
wear longer tlian any living works to the contrary. 
But, for the soul of me, 1 cannot and will not give 
the lie to my own thoughts and doubts, come what 
may. If I am a fool, it is, at least, a doubting one : 
and I envy no one tlie certainty of his self-approved 
wisdom. 

" All are inclined to believe what they covet, 
from a lottery-ticket up to a passport to Paradise, — 
in which, from tlie description, I see nothing very 
tempting. My restlessness tells me I have some- 



thing within that ' pauseth show.' It is for Him, 

who made it, to prolong that spark of celestial (at 

which illuminates, yet burns, this frail tenement; 

I but I see no such horror in & ' dreamless sleep,' ud 

I 1 have no conception of any exijitence which duratioB 

would not rt:nder tiresome. How else ■ fell tlie 

angels,' even according to jout creed ? They were 

I immortal, heavenly, and happy as their apostak 

AMiet is now by his treachery. Time must decide; 

and eternity won't be the less agreeable or molt 

horrible because one did not expect it. In the meaa 

time, I am grateful for some good, and tulerablf 

patient under certain evils — grace a Dieu el nm 

bon temperament. 



■• Sunday, 9Sth. 
" Monday, 29lh. 

" Taaimj, 300. 

" Two days missed in my log-book ; — hiatus kani 
deflenduB. They were as little worth recollections 
the rest ; and, luckily, laziness or society prevented 
me from itotchtng them. 

" Sunday, I dined with the Lord Holland in St 
James's Square. Large party ^-among them Sir S. 
Uomilly and Lady R. — General Sir Somebody 
Bentliam, a man of science and talent, I am told — 
Horner — the Horner, an Edinburgh Reviewer, an 
excellent speaker in the ' Honourable House,' very 
pleasing, too, and gentlemanly in company, as br U 
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! seen — Sharpe — Phillips of Lancashire — 

ftJohn Russell, and otliers, 'good men and true.' 

B Bocietj is very good ; you always see some 

r other in it worth knowing. Stuffed myself 

^turgeon, and exceeded tn champagne and wine 

meral, but not to confusion of head. When I 

I gorge like an Arab or a Boa snake, on fish 

hFegetables, but no meat. I am always better, 

my tea and biscuit than any other re- 

1^, and even that sparingly. 

niy does Lady H. always have that damned 

It between the whole room and the fire ? I, 

tiear cold no better than an antelope, and never 

sun quite done to my taste, was abso- 

f petrified, and could not even shiver. All the 

J, looked as if they were just unpacked, like 

a from an ice-basket, and set down to table for 

■ day only. When she retired, I watched their 

• as I dismissed the screen, and every cheek 

red, and every nose reddened with the antici- 

E&turday, I went with Harry Fox to Nouija- 

{ and, I believe, convinced liim, by incessant 

BBing, that it was not mine. I wish the precious 

r would own it, and release me from his fame. 

are pretty, but not in costume ; — Mrs. 

b's, all but the turban, and the want of a small 

T (if she is a sultana), perfect. I never saw a 

h woman with a turban in my life — nor did 

e else. The sultanas have a small poniard at 

list. The dialogue is drowsy — the action 



I 
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heavy — the scenery fine — the actors tolerable. I | 
can't say much for their seraglio — Teresa, Phannih 
or • • • ", were worth tliem ail. 

" Sunday, a very handsome note from Mackintosh, 
who is a rare instance of the union of very traiv 
scendent talent and great good nature. To-da; 
(Tuesday) a very pretty billet from M. la Baronne 
de Stael Holstein. She is pleased to be mudi 
pleased with my mention of her and her last woik 
in my notes. 1 spoke as I tliought. Her works 
are my delight, and so is she herself, for — half lu 
hour. I don't hke her politics — at least, her havag 
changed them ; had she been gualis ab incepto, it 
were nothing. But she is a woman by herself and 
has done more llian all the rest of them together, 
intellectually 1 — she ought to have been a oun. 
She flaUers me very prettily in her note ; — but 1 
knots it. The reason that adulation is not dit- 
plcasing is, that, though untrue, it shows one to be 
of consequence enough, in one way or other, to in- 
duce people to lie, to make us their friend : — that 
is their concern. 

" ' • is, I hear, thriving on the repute of a ptM 
which was mine (at Mackintosh's dinner some time 
back), on Ward, who was asking ' how much il 
would take to re-whig him?' I answered that, 
probably, ' he must first, before he was re-whigged, 
be re-ieartled' This foolish quibble, before the 
Stael and Mackintosh, and a number of conversa- 
tioners, has been mouthed about, and at last settled 
on the head of • •, where lon^ maY it 
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Oige * is returned from afloat to get a new 
He looks thin, but better than I expected. I 
like George much more than mast people like their 
He is a fine fellow, and every inch a sailor. 
,X would do any thing, but apostatise, to get him on 
his profession. 

" Lewis called. It is a good and good-humoured 
ID, but pestilently prolix and paradoxical aadpa-- 
aonal. If he would but talk half, and reduce his 
r, he would add to hia popularity. 
As an author he is very good, and his vanity is 
entverte, like Erskine's, and yet not oflending. 

" Yesterday, avery pretty letter from Annabellafi 
whicb I answered. What an odd situation and 
iriendship is oiu's 1 — without one spark of love od 
either side, and produced by circumstances which 
in general lead to coldness on one side, and aversion 
1 the other. She is a very superior woman, and 
very little spoiled, wliicb is strange in an heiress — 
a girl of twenty — a peeress that is to be, in her 
n right — an only child, and a savanle, who bag 
a poetess — a 
md yet, withal, 



letaphysici 
> kind, generous, and gentle. 



vith 



very 



little 



Any other head would be turned with 
r half her acquisitions, and a tenth of her advantages. 

" Wednesday, December 1. 1813. 

" To-day responded to La Baronne de Stael Hol- 
^in, and sent to Leigh Hunt (an acquisition to 



t Misi Milbaoke, aflDn 



at least she always pressed me on seaatorial dutiei. 
and parlicularlj in ttie rause of weakness,) waii 
have tnsde me an advocate, if not an orator. Cune 
on Kocliefoucault for being always right I Iq him 
a lie were virtue, — or, at least, a comfort to liii 
readers. 

" George Byron has not called to-day ; 1 hope k 
will be on admiral, and, perhaps, Lord Byron into 
the bargain. If he would but marry, I would engage 
never to marry myself, or cut him out of the heir- 
ship. He would be happier, and I should like 
nephews better than sons. 

" I shall soon be six-and-twenty (January 2Sd, 
1814). Is there any thing in the future that can 
poBaibly console us for not being always twETUy-Jtrti 





" Oh Gioventu ! 


Oh Prima 


era! gioiQiilu deU' 


Ob GiOYE 


lul primaveradella 



" Sunday, DMcmba S. 
" Dallas's nephew (son to the American Attorney- 
general) is arrived in this country, and tells Dalloa 
that my rhymes are very popular in the United 
States. Tliese are the first tidings that have ever 
wunded like Fame to my ears — to be redde on the 
banks of the Ohio I The greatest pleasure I ever 
derived, of this kind, was irom an extract, in Cooke 
the actor's life, from his Journal, stating that in the 
reading-room at Albany, near Washington, he pe- 
rused English Bards and Scotch Reviewers. To bs 
papular in a rising and far country has a kmd ft 
/fos^umotu /ee/, very different from the ephemeral 




md f£te-ing, buzzing and parCy-ing compli' 
I of the well-dressed multitude. I can safely 
^at, during my reign in the spring of 1812, 
retted nothing but its duration of six weeks 
1 of a fortnight, and was heartily glad to 

aet night I supped with Lewis ; — and, as 
I, though! neither exceeded in solids nor fluids, 
^ been half dead ever since. My stomach is 
pely destroyed hy long abstinence, and the rest 

robably follow. Let it — I only wish the pain 
Hie ' leap in the dark' is the least to be 

lie Duke of* * called, I have told them forty 
L, except to half-a-dozen old and specified 
intances, I am invisible. His Grace is a good, 
i, ducal person ; but I am content to think so 
^distance, and so — I was not at home. 
tialt called.^ Mem — to ask some one to 

Raymond in favour of his play. We are 
iw-travellers, and, with all his eccentricities, 
nucli strong sense, experience of the world, 
13 far as I have seen, a good-natured philo- 

1 fellow. I showed hira Sligo's letter on 
a of the Turkish girl's aveniure at Athens 
r it happened. He and Lord Holland, 

, and Moore, and Rogers, and Lady Mel- 
e have seen it. Murray has a copy. I thought 
1 been unknown, and wish it were ; but SHgo 
1 only some days after, and the rumours are 
Itject of his letter. That I shall preserve, — 
( wdL Lewis and Gait were both horrified; 
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and L. woodcred I did not iDtroduce the aituatioB 
into ' The Giaour.' He mat/ wonder ; — he migkt 
wonder more at that production's being written it | 
all. But to describe the fielings of that sUuoiiM 
were impossible — it is icy even to recollect them. 

" The Bride of Abydos was published on Thura- 
day the second of December ; but how it is liked a 
disliked, 1 know noL Wtiether it succeeds or itot ii 
no fault of the public, against whom I can have m 
complaint. But I am much more indebted to the 
tale than I can ever be to the most partial reader; 
as it wrung my thoughts from reality to imaginatim 
— from selfish regrets to vivid recollections — and 
recalled me to a country replete with the brighUit 
and darkest, but always most lively colours of my 
memory. Sharpe called, but was not let in — which 
I regret. 

" Saw " • yesterday. I have not kept my appoint- 
ment at Middleton, which has not pleased him, 
perhaps; and my projected voyage with • • will, 
perhaps, please him less. But I wish to keep well 
with both. They are instruments that don't i 
concert; but, surely, their separate tones are reiy 
musical, and I won't give up either. 

" It is well if I don't jar between these great dis- 
cords. At present I stand tolerably well with all, 
but I cannot adopt their dislikes; — so many mA. 
Holland's is the first ; — every thing distinffiti is wel- 
come there, and certainly the ton of his society is 
the best. Then there is M^^. de Slael's — there I 
never go, though I might, had I courted it. It is 
1 "omposed of the * • 's and the • » family, with 8 
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^^^^<B Sprinkling, — orators, dandies, and all kinds 

^^^Bm^ JTom the rcgulBT Grub Street uniform, down 

^^^Be azure jacket of the Littirateur. To see * * 

^^^F* * sitting together, at dinner, always reminds 

froe of the grave, where all distinctions of friend and 

&e are levelled ; and they — the Reviewer and Re- 

viewfie — tlie Rhinoceros and Elephant — the Mam- 

molh and Megalonyx — all will lie quietly together. 

They now sit together, as sileot, but not so quiet, as 

if they were already immured. 

" I did not go to the Berrys' the otiier night. The 
elder is a woman of much talent, and both are hand' 
some, and must have been beautiful. To-night 
asked to Lord H.'s — shall I go ? urn ! — perhaps. 

" Morning, two o'clock. 

" Went to Lord H.'s — party numerous — wiilady 
in perfect good humour, and consequently perfect. 
No one more agreeable, or perhaps bo much so, when 
she will. Asked for Wednesday to dine and meet 
the Stael — asked particularly, I believe, out of mis- 
chief, to see the first interview after the note, with 
which Corinne professes herself to be so much taken. 
I don't much like it; she always talks of m^elf or 
AeMelf, and I am not (except in soliloquy, as now,) 
much enamoured of either subject — especially one's 
works. What the devil shall I say about ' De 
I'Allemagne ? ' I like it prodigiously; but unless I 
can twist my admiration into some fantastical ex- 
pression, she won't believe me ; and I know, by ex- 
perience, I shall be overwhelmed with fine things 
about rhyme, &c. &c. The lover, Mr, • ', was 
u 2 




d a« if Apollo had sent 
mt, and wa» 
e's book, w 
mds German, 
Igc; and, secondly, be 
r> At best of judges. I 
t give up m; 
I I? 1 Tcad A0- again and 
e am W ■■ afectabon in this. I 
fas {Bxxpt m tMte) m a boA I 
ra, ^d take np iob : and no book 




Hrfy. 



»iir 
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;; his last lecturet 



xifid. Moore thought of iti 
bMgxre it 1^ — I doat kBow vhr. • ■ had been 
ftatiag iBgrnHy ts hn, and tuch stuff*; as if a niBn 
diagraced bimsdf bj iastnicting and pleasing at dM 
•ame lime. 

" Introdaced to Marquis Buckingham — saw Lord 
Gower — he is going to Holland; Sir J. and Lady 
Maclcintoah and Homer, G. Lamb, with I know not 
how many (R. Wellesley, one — a dcver man) 
grouped about the room. Little Henry Fox, a very 
fine boy, and very promising in mind and mani 

t away to bed, before I had time to taHt 
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ra sure I had rather hear him than all 



I then 



" Monday, Dec. 6. 

"Murray tells me that C r asked him why 

die thing was called the Bride of Abydos ? It is a 
cursed awkward question, being unanswerable. Sfie 
is not a bride, only about to be one ; but for, &c. 
&c. &c. 

" I don'l wonder at his finding out theBull; but 
the detection • • • is too late to do any good. 1 
waa a great fool to make it, and am ashamed of not 

ing an Irishman. 

« C 1 last night seemed a little nettled at 

something or other — I know not what. We were 
standing in the aote-saloon, when Lord li. brought 

,t of the other room a vessel of some composition 
■similar to that which is used in Catholic churches, 
and, seeing ua, he exclaimed, ' Here is some I'ncenw 

"for you.' C 1 answered — ' Carry It to Lord 

Byron, he is used Co itS 

" Now, this comes of ' bearing no brother near the 
'throne.' I, who have no throne, nor wish to have 
one now, whatever I may have done, ara at perfect 
peace with all the poetical fraternity : or, at least, if 
I dislike any, it is not poetically, but personally. 
Surely the field of thought is infinite ; what does it 
signify who is before or behind in a race where there 
is no goal9 Hie temple of fame is like that of the 
Persians, the universe ; our altar, the tops of moun- 
tjuns. I should be equally content with Mount 
Caucasus, or Mount Anything; and those who like 
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undertaker, and the rascally reptiles that may well 
wait, since they wili dine at last. 

" Gell called — he of Troy — after I was out. 
Mem. — to return his visit. But iiiy Mems. are 
the very land-marks of forgetfulness ; — somethii^ 
like a liglit-house, with a ship wrecked under the 
nose of its lantern. 1 never look at a Mem. without 
seeing that I have remembered to forget. Mem. — 
I have forgotten to pay Pitt's taxes, and suppose I 
shall he surcharged. ' An I do not turn rebel when ' 
thou art king' — oons ! I believe my very biscuit is 
leavened with that impostor's imposts, 

" L*. M^. returns from Jersey's to-morroip; — I 
must call. A Mr. Tliomson has sent a song, which 
I must applaud. I hate annoying them with censure 
or silence ; — and yet I hate lettering. 

" Saw Lord Glenbervic and his Prospectus, at 
Murray's, of a new Treatise on Timber. Now here 
IB a man more useful than all the historians and 
rhymers ever planted. For, by preserving our 
woods and forests, he furnishes materials for all the 
history of Britain worth reading, and all the odes 
worth nothing. 

" Redde a good deal, but desultorily. My head 
is crammed with the most useless lumber. It is odd 
that when I do read, I can only bear the chicken 
broth of — any thing but Novels. It is many a year 
HiDce I looked into one, (though they are sometimes 
ordered, by way of experiment, but never taken,) 
till I looked yesterday at the worst parts of the 
Monk. Tiiese descriptions ought to have been 
.irritten by Tiberius at Caprea — they are forced — 
u 4 




S96 K0T1CE3 OF ram 

the fililrrarf ideu of a >ded Toluptturj-. !t 
BW iaconccinUe Iww tfacj could have been am 
poaed lif » BMi of only iwentv — his age wbenk 
•note tlMak Tbey lure lut nature — all the gM 
cicm of cantbuides. I ^ouid have Eospected 
BiAb rf vtiliig tfaem on the death-bed of hia d^ 
HMiUe datigg. I had never redde Hxk edkka 
and BMnijr lovi^^ at dwm from curiosity and rent 
lectioa cf the aaise xhej made, and the name ihq 
haw leA to Levis. But tbey coidd do no tuiBi 
except ■ " • •. 

> OAd tUc evenii^ on my agent — mj businea 
IB vhmL Ov rttange adventures are the i»ly b 
hcfliiaBceB «f •or Anulj that have not diminished. 

■■ I dMI nov Mwice two cigars, and get me • 
bed. Tlw cigKi don't keep well here. They gel 
as old M a Jamm di qmaraiiH ajuti in the sao d 
AfiioL TteHanonali are the best ; — but neither 
arc an ykaaaal as a hoota or chibouque. He 
Toridbfc tntiarriff it nSA, and their horses entire— 
Wo thmp aa ifa^ Ae rf d be. I am bo iar obliged 
to dus JoHtaal. Aat h preaerres ne (ram verse,— 
at kait friMt kecfw^ it. I haire jmt throim a pon 
mm the fire (lAicfa it haa relighted to my giM 
HMifiall. and bare anobed out of ray head the pbi ] 
af M o the r . I widi I ooidd as easily get rid of 
dinkK^ or, at lcatt> the coerfnaon of thought. | 

<■ Tt»d>r, DmbAsI; I 

" Went to bed, and riept dreamlesaly, but aot ^ 

ivfivshii^ty. Awoke, and np an hnur bdlbre bcang | 
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subtracts from life infancy (which is vegetation), 
-sleep, eating, and swilling — buttoning and un- 
ittoning — how much remains of downright exiat- 
ice ? The summer of a donnouse. 
** Redde the papers and tea-ed and soda-watered, 
id found out that the fire was badly lighted. Ld 
aenbervie wants me to go to Brighton — um ! 
' This morning, a very pretty billet from the 
£1 about meeting her at Ld. H.'a to-morrow. 
s has written, I dare say, twenty such this raorn- 
to different people, all equally flattering to each, 
much the better for her and those who believe 
she wishes them, or they wish to believe. She 
I been pleased to be pleased with my slight 
iiilogy in the note annexed to ■ The Bride.' This 
to be accounted for in several ways, — firstly, 
1 women like all, or any, praise ; secondly, this 
is unexpected, because 1 have never courted her ; 
id, thirdly, as Scrub iiays, those who have been 
t their lives regularly praised, by regular critics, 
Ee a little variety, and are g!ad when any one 
joes out of his way to say a civil thing; and, 
fourthly, she is a very good-natured creature, which 
is the best reason, after all, and, perhaps, tlie only 

"A knock — knocks single and double. Bland 
called. He says Dutch society (he has been in 
Holland) is second-hand French ; hut the women 

I are like women every where elae. This is a bore ; I 
should like to see them a little unlike ; but that 
can't be expected. 
' Went out — came home — tins, \.\a\., aivi. "fee. 



lliere to-night, and C • ■ said ' it was the o 
/le had sL-en of her good taste.' Monsieur L' 
h remarkably handsome; but /don't thmk : 
tiian her book. 

'• C * " looks well, — seems pleased, and 
to sprueery. A blue coat becomes him, — 
hb new wig. He really looked as if Apollo 
him a birthday suit, or a wedding'garment, 
witty and lively. He abused Corinne's book, 
I regret ; because, firstly, he understands Gi 
and is consequently a fair judge ; and, 
l&JiTst-raU, and, consequently, the best of judge!.. 
reverence and admire him ; but I won't give up mj 
opinion — why should J? I read her agdn and 
again, and there can be no affectation in this, 1 
cannot be mistaken (except in taste) in a book I 
read and lay down, and take up again ; and no book 
can be totally bad which finds one, even one readH, 
who can say as much sincerely. 

ipring; his last lecture* 

Moore thought of it, 
w why. " • had 
such stuff; as if E 
feting and pleasing at 
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ind Marchioness of Stafford, — an unex- 
jected event. My quarrel with Lorit Carlisle (their 
■ his brother-in-law) having rendered it improper, 
t suppose, brought it about. But, if it was to hap- 
1 at all, I wonder it did not occur before. She 
ad must have been beautiful — and 
"e princessly. 
* The Stael was at the other end of the table, 
Kod less loquacious than heretofore. We are now 
r good friends ; tliough she asked Lady Mel- 
rne whether I had really any honhomtnie. She 
Diight as well have asked that question before she 
told C L. ' c'est un demon.' True enough, but 
rather premature, for she could not have found it 
out, and so — she wants me to dine there next 
Sunday. 

" Murray prospers, as far as circulation. For 
loy part, 1 adhere (in liking) to my Fragment. It 
D wonder that I wrote one — my mind is a frag- 
ment. 

" Saw Lord Gower, Tierney, &c. in the square. 
Took leave of Lord Gr. who is going to Holland 
and Germany. He tells me that he carries with 
him a parcel of ' Harolds' and ' Giaours,' &c for 
the readers of Berlin, who, it seems, read English, 
and have taken a caprice for mine. Um! — have 
I been German all this time, when I thought my- 
self Oriental? 

" Lent Tierney my box for to-morrow ; and re- 
ceived a new comedy sent by Lady C. A. — but 
jwrf her». I must read it, and endeavour not to dis- 
please the author. I hate annoying them with 
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CBvil ; but a comedy I take to be the most 
of composiUons, more so than tragedy. 

•' G — t says there i§ a coincidence betwi 
first part of ' The Bride" and some story of 1 
whether published or not, I know not, aerer 
teen it. He is afanost the last person oa wl 
one would commit literary larceny, and I 
conscious of any Kitting thefts on any of thi 
As to originality, all prelensiona are ludicrous,- 
' there is nothing new under the sun." 

•' Went last night to the play. Invited out to ■ 
party, but did not go ; — right. Refused to go It 
Lady ••'s on Monday ; — right again. If Immi 
fritter away my life, I would rather do it alone. 1 
was much tempted ; — C " • looked so Turkisli 
with her red Turban, and her regulor, dark, aod 
clear features. Not that she and / ever were. Of 
could be, any thing ; but I love any aspect thai re- 
minds me of the ' children of Ihe sun." 

" To dine to-day with Rogt'rs and Sharpe, fcr 
which I have some appetite, not having tasted food 
for the preceding forty-eight hours. I wish I couU 
leave oS" eating altogether. 

" Saturday, December II. 
" Sunday. December !!. 

" By G — t's answer, I find it is some story a 
real life, and not any work with wliich my late coa- 
position coincides. It is still more singular, ftr 
mine is drawn from existence also. 

" I have sent an excuse to M. de StaeL I A 
feel sociable enough {'« dinner to-day; aol 



trill not go to Sheridan's on Wednesdaj. Not 
It I do not admire and prefer his unequalled con- 
rsatlon; but — that ' but' must only be intelligible 
thoughts I cannot write. Sheridan was in good 
k at Rogers's the other night, but 1 only stayed 
I Mine, All the world are to be at the Stael'B 
intglit, and I am not sorry to escape any part 
lt> I only go out to get me a fresh appetite for 
ag alone. Went out — did not go to the Stael's 
. to Ld, Holland's. Party numerous — convers- 
»ii general. Stayed late — made a blunder — 
over it — came home and went to bed, not 
'ing eaten. Rather empty, hut Jresco, which is 
I great point with rae, 

§" Mocdaj, Dccembot 13. 1813. 
ailed at three places — read, and got ready to 
town to-morrow. Murray has had a letter 

im his brother bibliopole of Edinburgh, who says, 

le is lucky in having such A poet' — something as 

one was a pack-horse, or ' ass, or any thing that 

his:' or, like Mrs. Pack wood, who replied to 

me enquiry after the Odes on Razors, — ' Laws, 

', we keeps a poet.' The same illustrious Edin- 

iUTgh bookseller once sent an order for books, 

Kwsy, and cookery, with this agreeable postscript 

— ' The MaTotd and Cooker?/ are much wanted.' 

iuch is fame, and, afler all, quite as good as any 

ther 'life in otlier's breath.' 'Tis much the same 

divide purchasers with Hannah Glasse or Hannah 

' Some editor of some magazine has announced 
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t» MuRST kb mlentkm of abosiiig the thing < «ill' 
Mrf rmdtm^ kS So much the better ; if he reddeil 
fint. be voold abuse it more. 

*«' AUcn (Lord HoDaDcfs Allen— die best i&- 
Ibcmed and one of die ablest men I know — a pe^ 
lect Ma^gUabecchi — a deroorery a Hdluo of boob, 
and an obserrer of men,) has lent me a quantity ot 
Burc&s^s unpublished, and nerer-to-be puUishedt 
Lecten^ Ther are full of oaths and obscene 800g& 
What an antithetical mind! — tenderness, rou^ 
nes» — delicacT, coarseness — smtiment, sensuality 
— waring and grorellii^, dirt and deity — iB 
KtbLed up m that one compound of inspired day ! 

<* It seens $tru^ ; a true Toluptuarj will nefer 
abandon his mmd to the grossness of reedit j. It ii 
bv exalting the earthlj. the material, the pk^tiq^ 
at our pt«ife$ures. br Teflui^ these ideas, by fbrgetting 
cbiem aluvetber. or> at least, never n«mif^ then 
binilT to cere's selt^ diat we alone can prevent then 

^ December 14, 15, 16. 
^ Mucb done, but nodiing to record. It is quite 
ecvx::^ to set down mr thoughts, — mj aftVyg wS 
rwtv bedur retro^pectioQ. 

^ Deconber 17, 1& 

^ Lord Ho^Lmd told me a curious piece of sen- 
tuuentaltty in ^leridan.^ The other night we were 

* ni^ paesa^ of die Journal has abetidr a f i pem ed in ■? 
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delivering our respective and various 'opinions 
him and other hammes marquans, and mine was 
g ; — ' Whatever Sheridan has done or chosen to 
has been, par excellence, always the best of its 

ind. He has written the best comedy (School for 
■ndal), the best drama, (in my mind, far before 
it St. Giles's lampoon, tlie Beggar's Opera,) the 
it farce (the Critic — it is only too good for a 
ce), and the best Address (Monologue on Gar- 

ick), and, to crown all, delivered the very best 

kratjon (the famous Begum Speech) ever con- 
ived or heard in this country.' Somebody told S. 

tu8 the next day, and on hearing it, he hurst into 

Poor Brinsley I if they were tears of pleasure, 
I -would rather have said tliese few, but most sin- 
[jere, words than have written the Iliad or made his 
celebrated Philippic. Nay, his own comedy 
gratified me more than to hear that he had 
derived a moment's gratification irom any praise of 
mine, humble as it must appear to ' my elders and 
my betters.' 

Went to nny bos at Covent Garden to night; and 
my delicacy felt a little shocked at seeing S " ••'s 
mistress (who, to my certain knowledge, was actu- 
ally educated, from her birth, for her profession) 

sitting with her mother, ' a three-piled b d, 

b d-Major to the army,' in a private box oppo- 
site. I felt rather indignant; but, casting my eyes 
roimd the house, in the next box to me, and the 
next, and the next, were the most distinguished 
flld and young Babylonians of quality ; — so I burst 



SH xoncxs or thx vat 1^^^' 



A ^xapzc- It m resDj odd; Lad^ *•< 
^JCT * « jBd her dragbter, Ladj * « bd 
— Mrs.**-?^, in die next, the kk^mi 
iifjrer ♦♦♦♦♦•! Whjtt an assemUi^ ts 
w. wb J kacv aS dieir histories. It was as if dtt 
3k^::>(; b&i Si«a £radfd hetveen jour puUic ani 
v.rar wsmoarmmi coartesazts ; — but the intriguanta 
sjii:^ ofpT-r "Tiered the nesular merocAaries. Oft 
^ .-Osfr »ae vere cbIt I^uline and ier motiber, 
jCvL 3kf !L* >39l » her. tbree of inferior note. Nov, 
«-ift:c^ ~i£T ibf d^eience beCween ker and ausma, 
i3^ I^»ri * * sad daacbter? except tibat the two 
ifisc miT efflKT CdMtfln and anr o€ier ktmtt, and 
Uif rv*^ frst jn^ basiled to the opera and b— 
3»AGs«f. Hjv I d» ceueht in obs er v in g life as it 
riJtJSr if : — joki HTse£ after aZL the worst of any. 
f^ Du* sucker — I S3S£ aroid egodsm, whidi, just 
3%fw. w'^'cui >; 3>-^ vKinj. 

• 1 Jaenf ii^rilx wrrrtcc a wud. rambling, unfinished 
;^i«KC%ri. v-aiLJec - Tbe DeriTs Drrre J/ the nodoaof 
•^cii I ::.xTiL rccr F,3C5Cc'* • I>eTirs Walk.* 



r rSr» 'auoxiK jtc xI jO^ Swt^ h 

z \V t2&> Ttcr^sff. 'ir^ ^>ei&. v^ac2: enriis to about two 

>ixn«tt^ -ioti i:^ rnw> aie cc> cvey tZat Lord Bttcb, I 

>a»jfei « 4^»£ mI .-£ T<Lr.~cr jci£ rratsisKuv it is^ ior die most 
rttifctt cvT-Ti^^ iv«i:xii. wxasc:^ tbe point 



vc tS.>i« c*jr(vr ^nenvs c^ 3llr. CoHeridee^, vinch Lad, 
)^cv«iw JMmcsBtc « scon wc Frprajeec. has ■Miilmiwl IB 



^ \V 3tt. :Sv«si^.^5.-r tbt n^ of jmiwiah i p in tfaoi 
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" Redde some Italian, and wrote two SonnetB c 
* *. I never wrote but one sonnet before, ar 



1. 

■ The Devil return'd to hell by two, 

And he sUy'd at home till Cite; 
When he dined on some homicides done in «; 

And a rebel or so in an IrisA steiv. 
And sausages made of a self^slain Jew, 
And bethought himself what next to do, 

' And,' quoth he, * VU take a drive. 
J walk'd in the looming, I'll ride to-night; 
Id dorknesa my children take most delight. 

And I'll see how my favourites thrive. 



> ' And what shall 1 ride in ? ' quoth Lucifer, iliei 
'If I follow'd ray taste, indeed, 
I should mount in a wagon of wounded men. 

And smile to see them bleed. 
But these will be fuini^h'd again and again, 



And at p 
To see my, 



purpoB. 



10 souls ahatl be poach'd away. 



A chariot in Seymour Place i 
But they 're lent lo two friends 

By driving m 

Aod tliey handli 

I have something for both at 
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• So DOW for ibc ckrlh to take roy chance.' 
Tb«i up ta the nnh sprung he ; 

Aad n**^*'*g ■ jump from Moscoir lo Franc 
HaMeppcd ■oOBiltt&a, 

Aj»d wrttei hit boaf on ■ turnpike rosd. 

Nq my graM «aj dom a bishop'i abode. 



' Bui Bra as be flew. I forgot to u,y. 
That he horer'd ■ moment upon his way 

To look i^OD Ldpsic plain ; 
And H> Keen to hi* eye was its sulphury glare, 
And «D uoH to hii etr was the cry oT despair, 

That be ptrcb'd on a mountain of slain ; 
And be gaied with delight Irom its growing hdgbl i 
Not often on earth had he seen such a sigbi, 

Kor his work done half as well : 
For the 6eld ran so red with the blood of the i 

Tbat it blush'd like the waves of hell • 
Then loudly, and wildly, and long UughM he 
' Metliiuki tbey have here little need ol' mc' ' 



" But the softest note that soolh'd his ear 
Was the sound of a widow sighing, 
And the sweetest sight was the icy tear, 
^¥hich Horror froie in the blue eye clear 

Ofa maid by her lover lying — 
As round her fe\l her long fair hair ; 
And she look'd to Heaven with that frenzied ai 
Which seem'iJ to ask if a God were there 1 
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rhey are the moat puling, petrifying, stupidly 
fetonic compositions. I detest the Petrarch eo 



And, St 



rb'd b} the wall of a mia'd hul, 
ts bollo"' cheek, and eyes half sliut, 
A child of famine dying; 
And the camage begun, when reastance h done. 
And llie fall of the vainly flying ! 

10. 
" But the Det'il has reach'd our cliffs »> white. 
And what lUd he Uiere, I pray ? 
If his eyes were goad, tie but eaw by eight 

What we see every day ; 
But be made a lour, and kept a journal 
Of all the wondrous nights nocttirnal, 
And he sold it in shares to the Men of the Sow, 
Who bid pretty well — but tliey cheald bim, thou) 

II. 

" The Devil first saw, as he thought, the Mail, 
Its eoachmau and his coal ; 
Sn instead of a pistol, tie cock'd Ids mtl, 
And seized him by tlie throat : 



H barouctie, and ai 






12. 



It him 



IX again. 

And bade him have no fear, 
But Lo true to his club, and stanch lo his rein 

His brothel, and his beer ; 
' Neit to seeing a lord at the council tioard, 

f. would rather see him here. ' 
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much*, thai I would not be the man even to bite I 
obtained his Laura, which the metaphysical, whinii^ 
dotard never could. 

" To-morrow I leave town for a few days. Isw ] 



" The Dcril gut ni 

Aud he tum'd ta ' the room' of the ComraoDB 
But he heiini, as he purposed la enter in than, 
ThU ' the Lords ' had received a Eummoiu ; 
And he thought, as a ' tpu/ndam aristocrat^' 
He migbl peep at the peers, though to Aearthemwoe: 
Aod he walk'd up the bouse, so like one of our own, 
That the; saj that be stood pretty Dear tba throne. 

IB. 

" He saw the Lord L. ^^^1 seemingl; wise, 

Tlie Lord W d ccrtainlj silly. 

And Johnny of Norfolk — a man of same siie - 
.nd CtiBthaoi, so like bis friend Billy i 

the tears in Lord E n'a eyei^ 



And 



«ouldni 






I 



In spite of his prayers and his prophec 
And tie heard — wliich set Satan himself a stating •« 
A certain Chief Justice sa; something Uke j 
And the Devil was shock'd — and quoth he, ' I m 
For 1 find we have muc 
If thus be harangues when he passes my border, 
I shall hint to friend Moloch to call him to order.' ' 



e rererantly of " tbe PetranJi ' 



to-day, who is just returned from Oatlands, 
he has heen squabbling with Mad. de Stael 
vbout himself, Clarissa Harlowe, Mackintosh, and 
me. My homage has oever been paid in that quar- 
la-, or we would have agreed still worse. I don't 
talk — I can't flatter, and won't listen, except to a 
pretty or a foolish woman. She bored Lewis with 
praises of himself till he sickened — found out that 
Clarissa was perfection, and Mackintosh the first 
mao in England. There 1 agree, at least one of 
the first — but Lewis did not. As to Clarissa, I 
leave to those who can read it to judge and dispute. 
I could not do tiie one, and am, consequently, not 
qualified for the other. Slie told Lewis wisely, he 
being my friend, that I was affected, in the first 
place ; and tliat, in the neift place, I committed the 
heinous offence of sitting at dinner with my Ofes 
shut, or half shut. I wonder if I really have this 
trick. 1 must cure myself of it, if true. One in- 
sensibly acquires awkward habits, which should be 
broken in time. If this is one, I wish I had been 
told of it before. It would not so much signify if 
one wa£ always to be checkmated by a plain woman, 
but one may as well see some of one's neighbours, 
as well as the plate upon the table, 

" I should like, of all things, to have heard the 
Amabfean eclogue between her and Lewis — both 
obstinate, clever, odd, garrulous, and shrill. In 
fact, one could have heard nothing else. But they 
fell out, alas ! — and now they will never quarrel 
again. Could not one reconcile them for the 'nonce?' 



r 
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Eb« CvMBB — (he irill find that some or her CiU 
mnwp wmTI swt our fine ladies and gentlemen. 

^ I ^ pfting rather into admiration □f**,tte 

■■■1^^ abHC «f * *. A wife would be my s^n^ 

a^ lakiVcdKwives of my acquaintances liatt 

lBlftMtt4BC MB little good. * * is beautifu], bit 

^■viiH^Mri. I think, a fool. But I have 

M^ ^M^ ** j**^ • besides. I hate an Mprit b 

fMacaMfc- ThKt she won't love me is very pw 

hiUtob Mr Ehall I love her. But, on my systoi, 

^ti ^t modem system in general, that don't gig- 

n^. Tie business (if it came to business) would 

liiilMHji be arranged between papa and me. She 

woaU have her own way ; I am good-humoured tt 

I VRimen, and docile ; and, if I did not fall in lo?c with 

I krr. which I should try to prevent, we should be > 

I wrry comfortable couple. As lo conduct, tiat abe 

I Kust look to. But if I We, I shall be jcalousj— 

I wtd for that reason I will not be in love. Ttioogli, 

} after all, I doubt my temper, and fear I should not 

I be so patient as becomes the biem&cmce of a married 

I Ban in my station. Divorce ruins the poor femtm, 

I wd damages are a paltry compensation, I do feu 

I my temper would lead me into some of our orientil 

I iricks of vengeance, or, at any rate, into a eumiouy 

I ^»peat to the court of twelve paces. So ' 1 11 none 

Lttu X' but e'en remain single and solitary ; — though 

Kl ^Milld like to have somebody now and then to 

^^^^Hk aft^ him, * *, has stolen one of my 
^^^^^^pa about Mde. de Stael's Metaphysics and 
^^^^^Hud passed it, by speech and letter, ai 
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j^eirown. As Gibbet says, ' they are the most of a 

mttetnan of any on the road.' W. is in sad en- 

ity with the Wliigs about this Review of Fox (if 

3 did review him) ; — all the epigrammatists and 

myists are at htm. I hate odds, and wieh be may 

»t them. As for me, by the blessing of indiffer- 

ice, I have simplified my politics into an utter de- 

station of all existing governments ; and, as it is 

le shortest and most agreeable and summary feel- 

g imaginable, tlie first moment of an universal 

tpublic would convert me into an advocate for 

Qgle and uncontradicted despotism. The fact is, 

riches are power, and poverty is slavery all over 

ihe earth, and one sort of establishment is no better 

worse for & people than another. I shall adhere 

to my party, because it would not be honourable to 

set otherwise ; but, as to opinions, I don't think 

politics lEorth an opinion. Conduct is another 

thing: — if you begin with a party, go on with 

them. I have no consistency, except in politics ; 

and that probably arises from my indiiference on 

the subject altogether," 

I must here be permitted to interrupt, tor a 
while, the progress of this Journal, — which extends 
tlirougb some months of the succeeding year, — 
for the purpose of noticing, without infringement of 
chronological order, such parts of the poet's literary 
history and correspondence as belong properly to 
the date of the year 1813. 

At the beginning, as we have seen, of the month 



Hi 
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of December, Tlie Bride of Abydos was 
— having been Etruck off, like its predi 
Giaour, in one of tliose paroxysms of 
imagintition, which adventures such as the 
now engaged in were, in a temperament 
calculated to excite. As the mathematlci 
required but a spot to stand upon, to be al 
boasted, to move the world, so a certain i 
foundation in /act Eeemed nccesGary to B 
fore that lever which he knew how to ^ 
world of the passions could be wielded by 
. small, however, was, in many instsoces, 
nectioQ with reality which satisfied hi 
Bt tracing through his stories these links 
n fate and fortiines, which were, after 
haps, visible but to his own fancy, would 
uncertain as unsafe: — and this remar 
not only to The Bride of Abydos, but to Thi 
Lara, and all the other beautiful fictioDS 
lowed, in which, tliough the emotior 
the poet may he, in general, regarded 
recollections of what had at different times agit 
his own bosom, there are but little grounifc,— 
however he might himself, occasionally, encoung^ 
such a supposition, — for connecting him peraonillj 
with the grouodwork or incidents of the stories- 
While yet uncertain about the fate of his ow 
new poem, the following observations on the wi>i 
of an ingenious follower in the same track 
written. 
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TO MR. MUREAY, 



[ have redde through your Persian Tales ", 

e takea the hherty of making some remarks 

! blank pages. There are many beautiful 

an interesting story ; and I cannot 

I give you a stronger proof that such is my opinion, 

than by the date of the lunir — two o'clock, till 

I which it has kept me awake without a yawn. The 

I fsmclugion is not quite correct in costume; there is 

I no 3fussulman suicide on record — at least for lone. 

But this matters not. The tale must have been 

' written by some one wlio has been on the spot, and 

. I wish him, and he deserves, suceess. Will you 

to the author for the liberties I have 

1 with his MS.7 Had I been less awake to, 

I interested in, his theme, I had been less ob- 

; but you know /always take this in good 

t, and I hope he will. It is difficult to say what 

I succeed, and still more to pronounce what will 

J am at this moment in that uncerlaintjf (on 

own score) ; and it is no small proof of the 

author's powers to be able to charm and^ a mintf s 

attention on similar subjects and climates in such a 

predicament. That lie may have the same effect 

Foerns by Mr. Gaily Knight, of nhich Mr. Muiray had 
MS. to Lord Byron, without, however, com- 
isDie uf tlie nuthor. 



p 




upon all his readers h very sincerely the « 
tiarttly the douU, of yours truly, 



To The Bride of Abydos he made additions, in 
the course of printing, amounting, altogether, U 
near two hundred lines ; and, as usual, among ibe 
passages thus added, were some of the happieit 
and most brilliant in tlie whole poem. The openii^ 
Imes, — "Know ye the land,' &C. — supposed W 
have been suggested to him by a song of Goethe't* 
— were among tlie number of these new insertinu, 
as were also those fine verses, — " Who hath nH 
proved how feebly words essay." &c. Of one of 
the most popular lines in this latter passage, it b 
not only curious, but instructive, to trace the pro- 
gress 10 its present state of Saish. Having at 6iA 
written — 

■' Mind on b« lip and muse in her face," 

he afterwards altered it to — 

'■ The miod of miuic bnaUung in ber Gux." 

But, this not satisfying him, the next step of cor- 
rection brought the line to what it is at present — 

« Tbc mind, Um music breMluDg fona ber Sacn. " f 



* *> KeniHt All lias Land 'ro die Citronen bitilm," lie. 
^ Amon^ the imputed plo^aiiom so indusDioiulj' hi 
In Ma writing!, thi^ line has been, iriih somewbat 



But the longest, as well as most splendid, oF 
those passages, with which ttie perusal of his own 
strmos, during revision, inspired him, was that rich 
flow of eloquent feeling which follows the couplet, 
— " Thou, my Zuleika, share and bless my bark," 
&c — a strain of poetry, which, for energy and ten- 
derness of thought, for muEic of versification, and 
selectness of diction, has, throughout the greater 
portion of it, but few rivals in either ancient or 
modern song. All this passage was sent, in buc- 
cessive scraps, to the printer, — correction following 
correction, and thought reinforced by thought. We 
have here, too, another example of that retouching 
process by which some of his most exquisite effects 
were attained. Every reader remembers the four 
beautiful lines — 



a such charge^ include — 111 



" The melody and music of her face." 

Sir Tliomas Brown, too, jn his Iteligio Medid, ia;s — 
" Tlierc in music eyea in beauty," &c. The coincidence, no 
doubl, is worth obscrying, and the taik of " tiacking " thus a 
fayourile writer " in the snow (a9 DrydeQ eiptesses it) of 
others " is lometimea not unamu«ng ; but to those who found 
upon Bueh resemblances a general charge of plagiariBm, we 
may apply what Sir Walter Scott saya, in that most agreeable 
work, his Uvea of the Novelists : — " It is a favourite theme 
of laborious dulness to trace such coincidences, because they 
■ppor to reduce genius of the higher order to the usual 
itBndard of humanity, and of course lo bring the author neartr 
to ■ lerel with his critics." 



" Oi, aoce thai hope denied in worldi oT urife, 
B« Ibou the rainbow lo the sumns of life ■ 
The eveniag beam Ihct Gmilei die doodi un^i 
And tints w-morrow with proplwtic ray ! " 

In the first copy of tbU passage sent 
Uiher, the lust line was (rritien thus — 




- Andtinis 



r <m Biry 1 
lil^alknciedj 



Ae fbUowing nate being annesed: — " Mr.MnR^ 
— Choose which of the two epithets. ' fanded/o 
' airy,' may^ the best ; or, if neither will do, le 
me. and I will dream another." The poet's dreui 
was, it must be owned, lucky, — " prophetic " being 
the word, of ail others, for his purpose. ■ 

I ihall select but one more example, from ^ 
additions to this poem, as a proof that his eagranev 
and facility in producing, was sometimes all 
e<]ual]ed by his aiisious care in correciing. In tht 
long passage just referred to, the six lines beginning 
" Blest as the Muezzin's strain," &c^ having been 
despatched to the printer too late for insertion, were, 
by his desire, added in an errata page ; the Sat 
couplet, in its original form, being as follows:— 

•• ScA a Ihe Hecot-SIueiQD'c strains inTite J 

Him irtMhMkjoumej'd Jar to join tbe rite.' ' 



■ It win be teen, bawFrar, fit 

Mmnj, that be himself was at Gm unaware of tbe pcnlar 

^of Ihii epithet; and it i> therefore, probably ihii, t&a 

• nerit of tb« choice cnaf hace belonged to Hr. GiSord 
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7 hours after, another scrap v 
e the lines thus — 



I the following note to Mr. Murray : — 

" Decembers. 1813. 

t in the Encyclopedia, article Mecca, 
s tliere or at Medina the Prophet ia 
JDbed. If at Medina, the first lines of my alter- 



(Mecca, the lines may stand as before. Page 
2d, Bride of Abydos. Yours, B. 

Till find this out either by article Mecca, 
t, or Mohammed. I have no book of reference 



Immediately after succeeded another note : — 
" Did you look out? Is it Medina or Mecca that 
contains the Holy Sepolclire? Don't make me 
blaspheme by your negligence. I have no book of 
reference, or I would save you the trouble. I bhish, 
as a good Mussulman, to have confused the point. 
« Yours, B." 

./Notwithstanding all these various changes, the 
} eMqdet in question stands at present thus: — 



SOTICZS OT Tjn 



Inadftiou to his awnwKUbfulness over the tM 
tf hit new poem, he also, u will be seen baia lb 
Ukimiag kuer, ioToked the veteran taste of Mi- 
Gifatdenthe a 



Bfiig done, and bsrii^ at least din 
mjw^ I thought you Toold not perin 
if Sfr. Mnnf Acwavded it to jn& 
aot awl to a fwi o g iae fer his doing m a 
the atgcd of wt present letter. 




LaiTx>l41. TO MR. GIFFORD. 

•* Hj dm Sir. 

■" I hope you will ronsider, when I v 
any retpest, that it b (he rererse of a certain D 
cation, and is addressed, mot to * Tlie Editor ol~ 
Qoatterty Beriew,' but tn Mr. Gifibrd. Vou 
■■ihiiiaiwt this, and on that point I need t 
Jim BO briber. 

" ToB bave beat good enough to look at a 
of Mue m MS. — a Turkish story, and I should fi 
d if you woidd do it the same forour in 
r state of printing. It iras i 
t aj fix ammemeat. nor ' (^liged bj h 
eqaest of &iends,' but in a state of mind fi 
•1 «hi(Ji Ckcta&ioiially occur to * us you 
"MWaBpIy mym 
p any tfaii^ bat reality ; 
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■teg you will not send mc any answer. I assure 
y sincerely I know your time to be occupied, 
is enough, more than enough, if you read ; 
e not to be bored with the fatigue of aOBwers, 
to Mr. Murray will be sufficient, and 
T to the flames or 



10 better than the first, as the work of a 
kibbled ' stans pede in uno' {by the by, 
y foot I have to stand on) ; and 1 promise 
trouble you again under forty Cantos, and 
e between each. Believe me ever 

ir obliged and affectionate servant, 

" Byron." 

e fallowing letter^ and notes, addressed to Mr. 
this time, cannot fait, I think, to gratify 
whom the history of the labours of genius 

eresting : — 






TO MR. MURRAY. 



" Nov, 12. 1813, 

" Two friends of mine (Mr. Rogers and Mr. 
Sharpe) have advised me not to risk at present any 
single publication separately, for various reasons. 
Ab they have not seen the one in i^uestion, they can 
have no bias for or against the merits (if it has any) 
T the faults of the present subject of our convers- 
ation. You say all tlie last of ' The Giaour ' are 



m: voncss or rmm m, 


BM— U IMM out of j-oor hMuk. Na«, ifjm 




additiawriudi hare not <ret been before the n^ 




ve oa add • The Bride of Abvdos' which <dU dn 


«kd qoiedj into the «<iria: if Uked, we can iba 


■hiov oC MMme copi« for the purchasers of former 


'Giaours:' and, if iwt, I can oaiit h in an; taxm 


paMiarioB. WhaS diuk you? I reaDy am oo 


jaigettthttKAirngt, tad with aU in t ruttiinl par- 




Mo* «i7 one's jwlgMM than my own. 


-P.Sl Piajr btw tare the prooftl sent aC to- 


Bi^ 1 hne mme rilcntiana that I have thoi^ 


oTttatlviriitonaake^ieednT. I hope the pratf 


wa be OB atfMiaae ftges, and not all huddled » 


gtfiteT aa a nOeJais taBad-singing sheet, as ihoit 


A^dM-dfy- 


TO MR. MCRBAT. 


- Nm. IS, leil 


- ^na joa fiawvd the letter to Mr. Gifford <A 


Ae pnoT? Tbere b n allswian I may make a 


ZoWta-a tiKcdi. ia eecoad Canto (the only mei 


b« ai Am CkilD}. IliiiKNrlhns: 


- Jl^ cne, r I co^ cm^ te dn. 


hawtbe— 


- A>d _o« — I d« M C— dK d>7 


1^ a> BT KfiUf? both. Ac- &c 




« ETcr yours, B. 


^^^^^^te. 



2813. 
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" In the last MS. lines sent, instead of * living 
heart,' convert to < quivering heart.' It is in line 
ninth of the MS. passage. 

" Ever yours again, B." 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

*^ Alteration of a line in Canto second. 
" Instead of — 

" And tints to-morrow with a fancied ray. 

Print — 

<< And tints to-morrow with prophedc ray. 

« The evening beam that smiles the clouds away 
And tints to-morrow with prophetic ray ; 

Or. 

[gUdsX 
" And^^tints J the hope of morning with its ray ; 

Or, 

'' And gilds to-morrow's hope with heavenly ray. 

" I wish you would ask Mr. GifFord which of them 
is best, or rather not worst Ever, &c. 

'< You can send the request contained in this at 
the same time with the revise^ after I have seen the 
9aid revise" 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

« Nov. 13. 1813. 

<< Certainly. Do you suppose that no one but the 
Galileans are acquainted with Adam^ and Eve^ and 
VOL. II. y 



Cain*, and Noah?— Surely, I might have had So- 
lomon, and Abraham, and David, and even Mosei 
NVhen you know that Zulei/ta is the Pergian pottiai 
name for Poliphar's wife, on whom and Joseph then 
is a long poem, in the Persian, this will not surpriK 
you. If you want authority, look at Jones. D'Hh- 
belot, Vatliek, or the notes to the Arabian Nighu; 
and, if you think it necessary, model this into a note. 
" Alter, in the inscription, ' the most affectionate 
respect,' to * with every sentiment of regard and 
respect.* " 

TO MR. MURRAY. 



" I send you a note for tlie ignorant, but I really 
wonder at finding you among them. I don't caie 
one lump of sugar for laypoehy; but for my cottwue 
and my correctness on those points (of which I think 
\i\e funeral was a proof), I wil) combat lustily. 

" yours," &c 

" Nov. 14. 1813. 

" Let the revise which I sent just novf (and not 
the proof in Mr. Gilford's possession) be returned 
to the printer, as there are several additional cor- 
rections, and two new lines in it. Yours," &C. 



* Some doubt had lieen 
ricly of his putting the 



rested liy Mr. Murray sa to lb 
ir Clin into the tiiouth of ■ 




LettbbHS. to MR. MURRAY. 

"November 15. 1813. 

" Mr. Hodgson has looked over and stopped, or 

I TaiheT pointed, this revise, wliich must be the one tu 

] print Irom. He has also made some suggestions, 

with niost of which I have complied, as he has 

always, for these ten years, been a very sincere, and 

by no means (at times) flattering intimate of mine. 

1 Se likes it (you will think flatteringly, in this in- 

' stance) better than The Giaour, but doubts (and so 

[ do I) its being so popular ; but, contrary to some 

L others, advises a separate publication. On this we 

I cam easily decide. I confess I like the double ibrm 

better. Hodgson says, it is better versified than any 

I of the others ; which is odd, if true, as it has cost 

e hours at a time) than 



less time (though i 
' any attempt I ever mad 
' P. S. Do attend tc 



the punctuation : I ( 



for I don't know a comma — at least where to place 
le. 

." That Tory of a printer has omitted two lines of 
opening, and perhaps more, which were in the 
Will you, pray, give him a hint of accuracy? 
; have reinserted the tieo, but they were in the ma- 
nuscript, I can swear." 

LmE»U7. TO MB. MURRAY. 

" November 17. 1813. 

" That you and I may distinctly understand each 
otiier on a subject, which, like ' the dreadliil reckon- 



9U NOTIcn OF TUB ins, I 

tug when men smile no more,' makes conversatiua 
not very pli^asaat, 1 think it as well to write a (w 
lines on the topic. — Before I left town for York- 
shire, jou said that jou were ready and willing to 
give five hundred guineas for the copyright of ' Tht 
Giaour;' and my answer was — from which I do 
not mean to recede — that we would discuss tht 
point at Christmas. The new story may or may 
not succeed ; the probability, under present circum- 
stances, seems to be, tliat it may at least pay iU 
expenses — but even that remains to be proved, anil 
till it is proved one way or another, we wilt say net- 
thing about it. Thus then he it: I will postpone all 
arrangement about it, and The Giaour also, till 
Easter, ISH; and you shall then, according to your 
oirn nations of fairness, make your own ofier for the 
trrn. At the same time, I do not rate the last in 
my own estimation at half The Giaour; and accord- 
ing to your own nations of its worth and its success 
witliin the time mentioned, be the addition or de- 
duction to or from whatever sum may be yonr 
proposal for the first, which has already had its 

" The pictures of Phillips I consider as mi?ie, all 
three ; and the one (not the Arnaout) of the two 
best is much at i/our serviee, if you will accept it a> 
a present. 

" P. S, The expense of engraving from the minia- 
ture send me in my account, as it was destroyed bjf 
my desire ; and have the goodness to bum that de- 
testable print from it immediately. 

" JO make you some amends for eternally pester. 



11 with alterations, I send you Cobbett to con- 
r ortlmiloxy. 

lore alteration of a into the in the MS. ; it 
' The heaii whose softness,' &c. 
member — and in the inscription, ' To the 
t Honourable Lord Holland,' without the pre- 
k names, Henry," &c, 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

" November 20. 1813. 

pore work for the Row. I am doing my best 
' The Giaour' — no difficult task for any one 
jfte Buthor." 

TO MR. MURRAY, 

" November 22. 1813. 

" I have no time to (ros»- investigate, but I believe 
and hope all is right. I care less than you will 
believe about its success, but I can't survive a single 
misprint: it chokes me to see words misused by the 
printers. Pray look over, in case of some eyesore 
escaping me. 

. Send the earliest copies to Mr. Frerc, Mr 
Canning, Mr. Heber, Mr. Gilford, Lord Holland, 
Lord Melbourne (Whitehall), Lady Caroline Lamb, 
(Brocket), Mr. Hodgson (Cambridge), Mr. Merivale, 
Mr. Ward, from the author." 



TO MR. MURRAY. 



" November 23. 1813. 
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can do as well or butter ;^I have not now time. 
rllie copies I mentioned to be sent to different friends 
ktst night, I should wish to he made up with the 
new Giaours, if it also is ready. It' not, send The 
Giaour afterwards. 

" The Morning Post says / ara the author of 
Nouijahad 1 1 I'his comes of lending the drawings 
foft their dresses; but it is not worth a. formal con- 
tradiction. Besides, the criticisms on the j^/i/MMifion 
will, some of them, be quite amusing and furious. 
The Oriealalism — which I hear is very splendid — 
of the melodrame (whosever it is, and I am sure I 
don't know) is as good as an advertisement for your 
Eastern Stories, by filling their heads with glitter, 

" P. S. You will of course sny the truth, that I am 
net the melodraraist — if any one charges me in your 
presence with the performance." 

Lbttzi 149. TO MR. MURRAY. 

"November 38. 1BI3. 

" Send another copy (if not too much of a re* 
quest) to Lady Holland of the Journal*, in my 
name, when you receive this; it is foiEart Grey — 
and I will relinquish my oion. Also to Mr. Shaipe, 
and Lady Holland, and Lady Caroline Lamb, copies 
ci ' The Bride' as soon as convenient. 

" P. S. Mr. Ward and myself still continue our 
purpose ; but I shall not trouble you on any an-ange- 
ment on the score of The Giaour and The Bride till 

oak published by Mr. Muiraj M 



SM NOTiCKB or THE m 

oar letnm, — or, at an; rate, belbre May, 181^< 
that id ax months from hence : aad before that tiau 
jTou will be able to ascertain honr lar your offer nu^ 
be a losing one ; if so, you can deduct proporlioo- 
aUr I and if not, 1 shall not at any rate allow you 10 
go higher than your present proposal, wliidi is verj 
handsome, and more than fair.* 

■'I hare had — but this must be «>Wre ntnu — aveiy 
kind note, oo the subject of ' The Bride,' from Sit 
James Mackintosh, and an invitation to go there thii 
erenti^, which it is now too late to accept.'' 



TO MR. MURRAY. 






" Noiembo- 29^ 1813. 

Simdij — Monday moniing — three o'clock. 

mj doublet »iid bose, — , 

I send you in time an errata page, containingl 

B, which must be thus added, as it ii 

too late for insertion in the tMs.t. The passage il 

an imitation altogether from Medea in Ovid, anil is 

incomplete without these two lines. Pray let this 

be done, and directly ; it is necessary, will add one 

fWge to your book (maib'i^), and can do no hann, 

and is yet in time for the puhlie. Answer me, thou 

orsde, in the affirmative. You can send the loose 

pages to those who have copies already, if tliey like; 

but certainty to all the critical copyholders. 

" P. S. I have got out of my bed, (in which, how- 
I could not sleep, whether I had amended 

Mr. Uomj had offered tdm a Ibouauid guineM tot Ehc 
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r not,) and bo good maming. I am trying 
r De t'Alleraagne wiil act as an opiate, bui 



TO MR, MURRAY. 

" Noiember 29, 1813. 

r You have looked at it!' to much purpose, to 
P80 stupid a blunder to stand; it is not ' courage' 
Voarnage;' and it' you don't want me to cut my 
p throat, see it altered. 

n very aorry to hear of the fall of Dresden." 

Lettsu 150. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Nov. 29. 1813. Monday. 

" You will act as you please upon that point ; but 
whether I go or stay, I shall not say another word on 
the subject till May — nor then, unless quite con- 
venient to yourself. I have many things I wish to 
leave to your care, principally papers. The vases 
need not be now sent, as Mr. Ward is gone to Scot- 
land. You are right about the errata page ; place 
it at the beginning, Mr. Perry is a little premature 
in his compliments : these may do harm by exciting 
expectation, and I think we ought to be above it — 
though I see the next paragraph is on the Jounutl*, 
which makes me suspect you as the author of both. 

"Would it not have been as well to have said ' in 
two Cantos ' in the advertisement ? they will else 
think ni fragments, a species of composition very 

■ pexxrose's JoumaL 




The Bride, sudi as ii i^ 
B of anj length (eiccft 
• k), far The Giaour is bm 
■d CUlde Harold is, aod I 
hAv AhA Aass «fl he, Mttandnded. I retun 
3k Bm's Mtt, ^ Ib^s to ^ and you. 

--IkachMkn^HenTaBBOfi Mr. Ward; 
—el»eM ^. 1Wfa«IAdaoCsee.butbeud 
ftmai^m. 1W «*khb4 mch« vety bod. I utljr 
faf» te 3k V»4 ^e> aot befine tint I bad an; 
vanaoi^ «tt cAftn^ I Bs ^ti value him too 
«A to 1^^ ^ paUa to ftt»i into ifdeen. «r 
to a^tow toff AiBg aM^rfed to mmoj turn or hti. 

^Irf W« Ma to ^ CMK tf te 

''r.&. I Iot oM Ah Htoli abtoC the ty^^iBK 
> I IBwI wfc to *e ji li «»iy.«n4 

fe^ a^- ftolis ^ BBgtoBH-i aM^bt be suspected V 
iA« *i«v •£ litoc Itoltniiiliiii; bm with i 
««^ »b. I ato iB fc ifCB nr, and KM tfaii b<^ 

1 «■ Mt kw« tbe MdMr.** 

TO XK. KCVKAT. 

-NKsa im 
PhiH Ak to &e c^«r^«to <« ^ 'Tbft^ 

• OH[Am< C^to ai pap »T. after Um Ma« 



TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Tuesday evening, Nov. SO. 1813. 

i sake of correctness, particularly in on 
^errata page, the aiteration of the couplet I have just 
I (half an hour ago) must take place, in spite ot 
I delay or cancel ; let me see tlie proof earlj to-mor- 
row. I found out murmur to be a neuter verb, and 
' have been obliged to alter the line so as to make it 
a substantive, thus — 

of this L'p shall be 

ntry tilt this is all 



" The deepest mu.L.u. u. u..> .. 
No sigh for safety, hut a prayi 

Don't send tlie copies to the i 
right." 



TO MR. JIURRAY. 

" Dec. 2. 1B13. 

" When you can, let the couplet enclosed be in- 
serted either in the page, or in the errata page. I 
trust it is in lime for some of the copies. This alter- 
ation is in the same part — the page but one before 
the last correction sent. 

P. S. I am afraid, from all I hear, that people are 
rather inordinate in their expectations, which is very 
unlucky, but cannot now be helped. This comes of 
Mr. Perry and one's wise friends ; but do not you 
wind yoj/r hopes of success to tlie same pitch, for 



voncu or the 



md I can amsaie you that m; pbi- 
tiBiyll f w3 ttMid dte lest vety fairly ; and 1 tee 
^^c CTCfj lUng to cnsare you, at all eveci^ from 
1m*i wbidi v3I be some satisfaction te 



r 



TO UB. MUBBAT. 



■■ I iomI joa a aemtdl at tioo, the which Acol. 
Tbe CbristiMi Obserrex is very tavage, but certainlj 
veO «iiaai — and qaite tm comfortable st the 
naoghtiaeM of bwA and author. I rather suspect 
jmwgn't nodi like tbe/rantf to be more maraliif 
it b to thve aha tbe usual fate of your virtuoiu 

■■ Let ne He a pro^of the six before bcoqion- 



TO MB. MURRAY. 

Monday erening, Dec 6. 1813. 

" It is all tery wefl, eitcept that the lines are not 
Bumberetl properly, and a diabolical mistake, page 
67n which n«t(be corrected with the pen, if no other 





,iof before 




This is really horrible, and nearly as 


bad as tbe 


stumble of mine at the threshold— I m 


ean the rau- 


novier of Bride. Pray do not let a copy go without 




ui nonsense 


as it now stands. 1 wish the printer 


«-as saddled 


"ill- n "-mpire. 




^^^^ 


^ 



'• p. S. It is still /lat/i instead of have in page 20. ; 
never was any one so misused as I am by your devils 
of printers. 

" P. S. I hope and trust the ' not' was inserted 
in the first edition. We must have something — 
any thing — to set it right. It is enough to answer 
for one's own bu]]B, without other people's." 



LttMt 151. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" December 27. IBIS. 

" Lord Holland is laid up with the gout, and 
would feel very much obliged if you could obtain, 
and Bend as soon as possible, Madame d'Arblay's 
(or even Miss Edgeworth's) new work. I know they 
are not out; but it is perhaps possible for your 
Migesl]/ to command what we cannot with much 
suing purchase, as yet. 1 need not say that when 
you are able or willing to confer the same favour on 
me, I shall be obliged. I would almost fall sick 
myself to get at Madame d'Arblay's writings. 

" P. S. You were talking to-day of the American 
edition of a certain unquenchable memorial of my 
younger days. As it can't be helped now, I own I 
have some curiosity to see a copy of trans- Atlantic 
typography. This you will perhaps obtain, and one 
for yourself; but I must beg that you will not import 
more, because, ierioiuly, I do urish to have that thing 
forgotten as much as it has been forgiven. 

" If you send to the Globe editor, say that I want 
neither excuse nor contradiction, but merely a dis- 
continuance of a most ill-grounded cliarge. I never 



I 



C ia wm Aing bat my politics ; 
ia ^yo^ ^ Aat CDtiUry v 



g teri tic miesiveg iriih 
■ 'ttB-fareeding thoughu,' 
K nigfai be presented 
I here been given to 
• of kit eelf-criticifm, as well 
tua^^ wad laaititfed •rdour with which he 
I ^ w ^"'"^ "^ per&ctioo, — still seeing, 
1, mud) fkrdia 






I a naK «iteS*"^*'*'S o' bamanitx led 

n a a ivrr £ftnac Egbl ; fer, vben es- 

I viik hf lb-- Mnrtaj oa bis gaieroui 

'mm Bobodjr else vdoU 

k an^ faAiig t^~ ^ mmwtnd, " it ia for 

«i; iMHa/givc i^ fc K W wt aolndy dse wiB.* 

~ ~r. 'Amn Ashe, mdMT 

e ■jraUries dacnssed in in . 

VBotxe ikaa its talent, or 

la a ft, it is tobebapei, 

C ycateao^ tUi aaa wniu to Lord B;rrai^ 

He far the vile ttaes to 

b^alai iilfciiirii pconitaled lus pen, and 



■Dliciting his Lordship's aid towards enabling him to 
I exist, in luture, more rejtutably. To this i 
1 the following answer, marked, in tlie highest degree, 

by good sense, humanity, and honourable sentiment, 
I was returned by Lord fiyron: — 

1 153. TO MR. ASHE. 

"4. Beonet Street, St. James's, Dec 14. 1813. 

leave town for a few days to-morrow ; on my 
1 will answer your letter more at length. 
latever may be your situation, I cannot but c 
mend your resolution to abjure and abandon the 
publication and composition of works such as those 
to which you have alluded. Depend upon it they 
amuse ,^, disgrace both reader and vmler, and 
benefit none. It will be my wish to assist you, ae 
&i as my limited means will admit, to break such a 
bondage. In your answer, inform me what i 
you think would enable you to extricate yourself 
(ram the hands of your employers, and to regain, at 
least, temporary independence, and I shall be glad 
to contribute my mite towards it. At present, 1 
must conclude. Your name is not unknown to me, 
and I regret, for your own sake, tliat you have ever 
lent it, to the works you mention. In saying this, 
I merely repeat your own words in your letter to 
me, and have no wish whatever to say a single 
syllable that may appear to insult your misfortunes. 
If I have, excuse me; it is unintentional. Yours, &c. 

" BVBON." 




I 



I 
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irer to thi^ letter, Ashe mentioned, ai lit 
■um necessary to extricate him from his difficultia, 
I SOL — to be advanced at the rate of ten poundi 
per month ; and, Bome short delay having occuired 
in the reply to this demand, the modest applicaot, io 
renewing his suit, complained, it appears, of oeglect: 
on which Lord fiyron, with a good temper whicb 

similar case, could imitate, answered hipk 
u follows : — 



TO MR. ASHE. 



" January S. 1B14. 

Sir, 

" When you accuse a stranger of neglect, yon 
forget that it is possible business or absence &om 
London may have interfered to delay his 
as has actually occurred in the present instance. 
But to the point. I am willing to do what I can 
to extricate you from your situation. Your firri 
scheme ■ I was considering ; but your own im- 
patience appears to have rendered it abortive, if 
not irretrievable. I will deposit in Mr. Murray's 
hands (with his consent) the sum you mentioned, 
to be advanced for the time at ten pounds per 
month. 

" P. S. — I write in the greatest hurry, which 
may make my letter a little abrupt ; hut, as I said 
before, I have do wish to distress your feelings." 
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The service thus humanely proffered was no less 
punctually perfornied ; and the following is one of 
the many acknowledgments of payment which I 
find m Ashe'g letters to Mr. Murray : — "I have 
the honour to enclose you another memorandum 
for the sum of ten pounds, in compliance with the 
munificent instructiona of Lord Byron." » 

His friend, Mr. Merivale, one of the translators 
of those Selections from the Anthology which we 
have seen he regretted so much not having taken 
with him on his travels, published a poem about 
thia time, which he thus honours with his praise. 

Lwrm 154. TO MR. MERIVALE. 

" My dear Merivale, 

"IhavoreddeRonccsvaux with very great plea- 
sure, and (if I were so disposed) see very little room 
for criticism. There is a choice of two lines in one 
of the last Cantos, — I think ' Live and protect' 
better, because 'Oh who?' implies a doubt of 
Koland's power or inclination. I would allow the 

— but that point you yourself must determine on 

— I mean the doubt as to where to place a part of 
the Poem, whether between the actions or no. 
Only if you wish to have all the success you de- 

• When these monthly disbureementa had nmouowd lo 70;., 
Aabe wrote to beg that the whole remaining sum of SOI. might 
be advAticed to him at one payment, in order to enable hini, as 
be saiil, to BTail himself oT a paxiage to New Soulb Wales, 
which had been again offered to him. The sum was accord- 
ingly, by Lord Byron'^ orders, paid into his hands. 
vot. It. Z 
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Krve. never Uslen to Jriendi, and — as I am not Ax 
least troublcBome of the number, least of all tj) »&■ 
" I hope you will be out soon. MareAt at, 
March is the month for the trade, and they must be 
considered. You have written a very noble Poem, 
and nothing but the detestable taete of the day can 
do you harm, — but I think you will beat it. Toui 
lonly well chosen and wielded."' 



In the extracts from his Journal, just given, there 
!b a piassage that cannot fail to have been remarked 
where, in speaking of his admiration of some la^, 
whose name he has himself left blank, the noble 
writer says — "a wife would be the solvation of 
me." It was under this conviction, which not only 
himself but some of his friends entertaiired, of the 
prudence of his taking timely refuge in matrimooy 
from those perplexities which form the sequel of 
all less regular ties, that he had been induced, 
about a year before, to turn his thoughts seriously 
to marriage, — at least, aa seriously as his thoughts 
were ever capable of being so turned, — and chiefly, 
I believe, by tlie advice and intervention of his 
friend Lady Melbourne, to become a suitor for the 
hand of a relative of that lady. Miss Milbanke. 
Though his proposal was not then accepted, every 
assurance of friendship and regard accompanied 
tie refusal ; a wish was even expressed that they 
should continue to write to each other, and a 
correspondence, in consequence, — somewhat sb- 



' Tils letter is bul a fragment, — the remainder being lost 
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^'between two young personB of differeni sexes, 
inasmuch as love was not the subject of it, — en- 
sued between them. We have seen how highly 
Lord Byron estimated as well the virtues as the 
accomplishments of the young lady ; but it is evi- 
dent that on neither side, at this period, was love 
either feit or professed.* 

In the mean time, new entanglements, in which 
his heart was the willing dupeof his fancy and vanity, 
came to engross the young poet: and still, as the 
usual penalties of such pursuits followed, he again 
found himself sighing for the sober yoke of wedlock, 
as some security against their recurrence. There 
■were, indeed, in the interval between Miss Mil- 
banke's refusal and acceptance of him, two or three 
other young women of rank who, at different times, 
formed the subject of his matrimonial dreams. In 
the society of one of these, whose family had long 
honoured me with their friendship, he and I passed 
much of our time, during this and the preceding 
spring ; and it will be found that, in a subsequent 
part of his correspondence, he represents me as 
having entertained an anxious wish that he should 
so far cultivate my fair friend's favour as to give a 
chance, at least, of matrimony being the result. 

That I, more than once, expressed some such 
feeling is undoubtedly true. Fully concurring witii 
the opinion, not only of himself, but of otliers of his 

* The reader has already teen what Lord Bjron himself 
•iya,in liU Journal, on this subject; — " What an odd situation 
■ad friendship is aius ! — without one apark of love on either 







ftiende, that in inarriage lay his only chance of sal- 
from the »ort of perplexing attachments inia 
which he was dow constantly tempted, I saw in cone 
of those whom he admired with more It^tiinaie 
views so man; retguigites for the difficult ta^ of 
winning him into fidelity and happiness as in the 
lady in question. Combining beauty of the highett 
order with a mind intelligent and ingenuous,— 
having just learning enough to give refinement to 
her taste, and far too much taste to make pre- 
tensions to learning, — with a patrician spirit prood 
as his own, but showing it only in a delicate gene- 
rosity of spirit, a feminine high-mindedness, which 
would have led her to tolerate his defects in con- 
sideration of his noble qualities and his glory, and 
even to sacrifice silently some of her own happiness 
rather than violate the responsibility in which she 
stood pledged to the world for his; — such was. 
from long experience, my impression of the cha- 
racter of this lady ; and perceiving Lord Byron to 
be attracted by her more obvious claims to ad- 
miration, I felt a pleasure no less in rendering jus- 
tice to the still rarer qualities which she possessed, 
than in endeavouring to raise my noble friend's 
mind to the contemplation of a higher model of 
female character than he had, unluckily for himself 
been much in the habit of studying. 

To this extent do 1 confess myself to have been 
influenced by the sort of feeling which he attributes 
to me. But in taking for granted (as it will appear 
he did from one of his letters) that I entertained 

' very decided or definite wishes on the Eubjectf 



3*1 



he gave me more credit for seriousness ia my sug- 
gestions than 1 deserved. If even the lady herself, 
the unconscious object of these speculations, by 
, whom he was regarded in no other hght than that 
of a distinguished acquaintance, could have con- 
sented to undertake the perilous, — hut still pos- 
sible and glorious, — achievement of attaching Byron 
to virtue, I own that, sanguinely as, in theory, I 
might have looked to the result, I should have seen, 
not without trembling, the happiness of one whom 
I had known and valued from her childhood risked 
in the experiment. 

I shall now proceed to resume the thread of the 
Journal, which I had broken otf, and of which, it 
will be perceived, the noble author himself had, for 
some weeks, at this time, interrupted the progress. 
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